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APOLOGIA PRO SCRIPTIS MEIL

[ The Arvrosaas which Jollows weeds, perhaps, a w
eaplonation, not to clear ap Mr. Moore's test--tha
delightful, as irrelevantly definite, o2 paradosice
e an wnylhing this present wearee of the Ermine
vplish Litersture has ever written—but to explain n
war wrilten and why it o published,  Whew the pres
blisher, who i heveinafter, in the words of Schop
wor, ** flattened againat the wall of the Wisdom of
10, feat read and signified hiz pride in being able
isk these * Memoira,” the possages now convigued
the late Lord " library * were wot in the ma
ripl.  Un the arvival of the final copy they werve ¢
cerod, wnd therehy hangs an amusing tale, consiating
sevicn of lottors which, in 80 far as they wore wril
th o ceetain caustic, humoraws Irish pen, have tol
oir hogh place among the " Cariontion of Liteeatur
b semvadkint af the wmutter was that the vublishee
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dition that this Avoroaa should appear withiu
Here it is, without so much as the alteratiun of
comma, and if the Mayflower *“ weeds ™ nwere ins
in calling it forth, then it is, after all, mell |
grew—Tue PusLisHer. ]

Last month the post brought me two intrees
ters, and the reader will understand how interes
were to me when I tell him that one was
Sears, of the firm of Appleton, who not kna
personally had written to Messrs, Heinemanm
them that the firm he represented could not pul
“Memoirs ” unless two stories were omitted
Lovers of Orelay,” and “ In the Luxembuourg (4
—Messrs. Heinemann had forwarded the Iettey
my interest in the other letter was less dircet,
reader will understand that it wax not less int
when I tell that it came from the secretary of
tain charitable institution who had been read
book in question, and now wrote to conmult e o
points of life and conduct. He had been v
to do so, for the reading of the ** Memoirs **
tarbed his mind. The reader will agree with
disturbed is probably the righz word tu thue,

dhat 2L Lonl Lo %Y 4y % 4.
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endowed aml the ordinaridy educate
a8 Puritan aml o Chrstian, 1 run
walls ol vonsention, of mworals, ol §
all wrong, but which 1 should teel
over.  You range wver ficlds where
bide e to wandee.

" Such frankness as yours s oreg
demaniae ! You sprak of woman as
sunhjeet of contemplation fur oy,
your book and your expericnces this
apalysie to lead yon right into sroe
should eall dlict connections,  Louk
Dwris! | o want to know what y
story in eelation to eight and wrong,
that all that Owwelay adventure was
explained by the fact that Dors,
body, helped you to cultivate your a
Goethe right in Jooking upon all wou
Jrotw  for cxperisirat, ax a smeam
wathetie aensibilitica?  Thew it wot ju
of any girl by any wan?  And dee
wteaight back to the dissolotion of Ho
dation of woisan {amd of wan) seeun
involved,  Can you regard lmperturd
wour owh sister or wile passing thew
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apart as the bird in the air and the fis:
“And he seems to feel toward me as I
him, for does he not say in his letter that
for him to imagine me built of the s
himself? ”  On looking into his letter agai
my correspondent ag a young man in doub
road he shall take, the free road of his
the mountainside with nothing but the sky
of him or the puddled track along which
drives the meek sheep; and 1 went to my
asking myself if my correspondent’s spir
was my real object, for I might be writh
order to exercise myself in & private d
committing the article to paper, or if T wa
his views to make use of them. One asks
questions but receives no answer.  He woul
with a point of view opposed to my own
be an advantage; so fecling rather like
the encmy’s lines on the eve of the battle
letter. “ My Dear Sir: Let me assure yon
‘built of the same stuff.” Were it not s
have put my book aside. I even suspeet w
same kin; were it otherwise you would not
to me and put your difficultics so plainly

Laying the pen aside I meditated quite
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vay I can serve him is by drawing his attention to t
‘allacy, which till now he has accepted as a truth, th
here is one immutable standard of conduct for all m
nd all women.” But the difficulty of writing a sufficie
etter on a subject so large and so intricate puzzl
ne and I sat smiling, for an odd thought had dropp
uddenly into my mind. My correspondent was a Bik
eader, no doubt, and it would be amusing to refer hi
o the chapter in Genesis where God is angry with o
irst parents because they had eaten of the tree of gos
nd evil. “ This passage,” I said to myself, “ has nev
een properly understood. Why was God angry? F
0 other reason except that they had set up a mer
tandard and could be happy mno longer, even in Par
ise. According to this chapter the moral standard
he origin of all our woe. God himself summoned o
rst parents before him, and in what plight did the
ppear? We know how ridiculous the diminutive f
2af makes a statue seem in our museums; think of tl
oor man and woman attired in fig leaves just plucke
rom the trees! I experienced a thrill of satisfactic
hat I should have been the first to understand a te:
hat men have been studying for thousands of year
irning each word over and over, worrying over i
l in vain, yet through no fault of the scribe who ce
inly underlined his intention. Could he have done
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“I am sorely puszled. Is your life all of a
Are your ‘ Memoirs’ a pose? 1 can't think the
for you seem sincere and frank to the verge ¢
tality (or over). But what is your standard of «
Is there a right and a wrong? Is everythin,
to any man? Can you refer me now to any othe
of yours in which you view life steadily and -
whole from our standpoint? Forgive my intrusion
see I don’t set myself as & judge, but you sweep
apparently all my standards. And you taki
reader so quictly and closely into your confiden
you tempt a response. I see your many ads
points, but your center of living is not mine,
do want to know as a matter of enormous hum
terest what your subsumptions are. I cannot ana
express myself with literary point a8 you do, b
may see what I aim at. It is a bigger question
than the value or force of your baok. It goes right
core of the big things, and I approach you as on
of limited outlook to another of wider range.”

The reader will not suspect me of vanity for ind
in these quotations; he will sce readily that my
is to let the young man paint his own portrait,
hope he will catch glimpses as 1 seem to do

eavrnoat avitrid n o eword v visribreobasrd 1o 8fo £
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re told an eye for an eye is our due, and in the Nes
he rede is to turn the left cheek after receiving

low on the right. Nor would he be moved by re
erring him to the history of mankind, to the Boe
Var, for instance, or the massacres which occur dail
n Russia; everybody knows more or less the history o
nankind, and to know it at all is to know that ever
irtue has at some time or other been a vice. B
nan cannot live by negation alone, and to persuad
ny correspondent over to our side it might be we
o tell him that if there be no moral standard he wi
evertheless find a moral idea if he looks for it i
Nature. I reflected how I would tell him that he mu:
ot be disappointed because the idea changes and adapt
tself to circumstance, and sometimes leaves us for lon
ntervals; if he would make progress he must lear
o understand that the moral world only becomes beat
iful when we relinquish our ridiculous standards c
vhat is right and wrong, just as the firmament becam
, thousand times more wonderful and beautiful whe
ralileo discovered that the earth moved. Had Kar
ived before the astronomer he would have been a gre:
netaphysician, but he would not have written the cels
rated passage “ Two things fill the soul with undyin
nd ever-increasing admiration, the mnight with i

ieaven of stars above us and in our hearts the mor
P ] T o oY L ocIe T Lo a1l 21 % cmrvrm ram 2 31
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standard the world within us would be 2
as the firmament was when the earth v
of the universe and all the stars were litt
Jehovah sat above them, a God who
mind and repented, a whimsical, fanci
ordered the waters to rise so that his o
be overwhelmed in the flood, all except
need not repeat here the story of Noah’
doctrine of the Atonement) if there -
standard of right and wrong, applicable
black, white, yellow, and red men alil
standard that circumstance could not chang
believe in spite of every proof to the
there is a moral standard cannot apprec
tiful analogy which Kant drew, the mor
the heart and the night with its heaven
us. “It is strange,” I reflected, * how
on worrying themselves about Rome ar
four hundred years after the discovery -
moved, and involuntarily a comparison r
mind of a squabble between two depar
office after the firm has gone bankrupt.
to get all these vagrant thoughts into a sl
St. Paul himself could not proselytize wi
itations, and apparently what I wrote wa

to lead my correspondent out of the na
conventione and nretndicee tnta +he Ane:
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standard of life which will not wax
side of the standard which v gener
nw by reginental coloes by the nveeng
go down,  Awd it was beenune 1 fel
chooning that 1 weote to vou,

U Mewoien * iy elearly to me i
have Imilt yonre hite on the lines ther
there fa a chare not merely in tha
the feeedom of the hife so tanlt,
stance, follow iy thoughts an you
myarlf a coward tor these Inuitation
be a bit of sy bandd; you say that
other sanction  than  convention e
Teast wo b ogather. Mural v derived
mo. Dloen not that then fortify th
tion that the wmoral in the beat?  Me
ing the beat nll their history long hy
and error. Surcly the build of thi
murdreer, the liag, the sennualint, an
how do you cowe by " oatueal goodoe
o weeely your customary 2 No, wil
your bmnense ability and your culty
et recogmae the Tawless varishility
the wrong wtandard which you pon
your rvidener?  FProw human actiog
wwmt familiny of facts that men do
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“You sec you are a preacher, not merely an
Every glimpse of the beautiful weges the beho
imitation and vice versa. And that is wh
“Memoirs ’ arc not merely ‘an exhibition ® of
moral; they are ‘an incitement " to the immorsl.
you think so? And thinking o would you not h
admit that society (in the wide sense, of
civilization) would relapse, go down, deliquesce,
of us were George Moores as depivted in your |

His letter dropped from my hand, and T sat o
ing, ‘“How superficially men think ! How litt:
trouble themselves to discover the teath!  While
ing that truth is all important, they accept any pro
and convention they happen to mect, fastening o
like barnacles. Ylow disappointing is that passnge
the murderer, the sensunlist, the liny, and the e
but of what use would it be to remind my correap
of Judith who went into the tent of Holofernes
with him, and after the love feast deove a nail i
forehead of the sleeping man.  She v in Scriptoy
up to our admiration as a heroine, the saviour
nation.  Charlotte Corday stabbed Marat in his
yet who regards Charlotte Corday as anythiag ¢l
a heroine? In Russin men know that the fugith
hidden in the ecave, vet they tell the Cossack s
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“ Eather Waters,” saying that a eritic had spoken
an o benutitul wnplitiention of the beatitudes,  OF
ol he mnkes o soention in bin letter, bt he writ
There i n chiallenging standard of Lite in vour b
ich will not wave placidly by the side of the stand
hich in generally looked up to an by regiimentsl col
- the mversge man” The ddes beaets hun, and
fern to il apmin in the dant parageaph; he aayar Y
c, youonre s preacher, oot werely an oartst,”
vy bkely he inoright; theee ds on messianic anpect
v oweitingas, and 1 ell to thanking over " Pt
ateen ) and peading between the lines for the §
o, D oundeestoond that it was that desire 1o standard
apality that had enwned the poor girl to be teeated
amefully,  Onee Catholiviim took apon itself to ¢
ee nnd then to buen all thone it evuld Iy hands )
w refused to believe with it doetrines, nud now
e twenticth century Protestantism peesecutes those o
toor think in opposition to its moealities,  Feen |
intly Men, Bartield did not dare to heep Father; |
she seat her weevant awny, shie wpoke kindly, givi
r rnough woney to nee hee through her trouble; th
e ogoend prople among Cheistinsn, The uannl Chrint
titude wonhd e to tell Bather that she mont go int
Cortuntory after the birtls of bee ehibd, for the idea
arislisnent in neser Jone out of the Christing's el
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a clergyman in a review of the book
be regarded as a moral woman.
dwarfed by doctrine, did not enable h
whole evil eame out of standard moral
good out of the instinct incarnate in
have read the book without perceivir
revelation in the life of an outcast se
instinct on which the whole world rest:
Not until writing . these lines did
‘““ Esther Waters ” as a book of doctri
I see that now, and that there is a messi
writings. My correspondent did well
and no blame attaches to him because }
see that I may be an admirable mor:
ciating Christian morality and advoc:
Nature’s. He belonged to the traditic
day he is among those who are seeker
I doubt not he will be among those pr
perhaps Christianity is, after all, retr
will curl contemptuously to-morrow w
cruelty of the circus denounced by m
they were allowed, relight the bon fire
tion; . . . he is a Protestant, I had f
ators have begun to appear to us less
and everybody who can think has beg
some return to pagan morality is desir:
awakinoe onk of the oreat sluumhber of
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that all sexusl indulgence outside of the
in lonked upon ne sinful, and he wonld see
if he proclaons thin opinton loudly, b
maken ameads for mnny  teansgresnions

Inw, Al Ite undeestandn ds the law; 1
pubtler tdena that the ethienl mpulse dn al
the cthical law finds nowav into his wine
bhurried froma Regent Steeet to Vige Stree
weirnes i noothed by these enidag the
hounen du wliel these wotnen live are fine
gratulates hbmsell that vice ds not licen
that, in fact, ity existence in purecognised
thrives, nevertheless; bat swnbers do oot
muoealint, and when be reads i the new
greaded females, " unfortunates,” he breat
i thewe reports contain descriptions of
cumatance and huwan geiof, be mutters |
But the nsivrance that the women nee we
npined woothea his consclonve, and he re
han nut been able to abolish prostitution,
eventa divested @& of all 7 glamour,” ¢
that practical worality connists in makin
of men and women sy casual an that of »
what do you wish  you would not have

would you? " " What you eall viee wans

I . 3 D 'y N PR Y o N Y
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tell him that the act of love w:
rite, and that I am filled with
the noble and exalted world th
fore Christian doctrine caused 1
with suspicion and bade them to
Pointing to some poor drab lurk
he asks, “ Sce! is she not a vi
must part; he is too old to c¢h
withered in prejudice and e
mind,” I mutter to myself, * on
necessary to understand me if
instance, that the desire of bea
ity.” It was, perhaps, the on
knew, and upon the memory o
living ever since. In becoming
Phryne, and Sappho became the
sire of beaunty necessary in a
begun to dream the temples of

The words of Blake come int
of the lion or the submission «
words I should have headed m;
of the charitable institution, and
that many books which he wot
are looked upon by me as sact
Maupin,” ““ the golden book of |
burne has called it. I have al
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y correspondent as he regards my “ Memoirs,” and
iblication has been interdieted in England.,  H
uld it be permitted to eirculate in a country in whi
e kingdom of heaven is (in theory) regarded as mc
portant than the kingdom of earth? A few pag
wk the idea came up under my pen that the aim
ractical morality was to render illicit love as un.
active as possible, and T suppose, though he has nes
ought the matter out, the Christian moralist wou
gard Gautier as the most pernicious of writers, 1
s theme is always praise of the visible world, of
nt we can touch and see; and in this book art a
x arc not estranged. I have often wondered if t
trangement of the twain so noticeable in English 1
ature is not the origin of this strange belief that bod
ve is part of our lower nature. Our appreciation
e mauve flush dying in the west has been indefinite
rightened by deseriptions seen in pictures and read
vems, and I cannot but think that if the lover’s exall
on before the curve of his mistress’s breast had r
sen forbidden, the ugly thought that the lover's ard

inferior to the poet's would never have obtain
edence,  There is but one energy, and the vital flu
hether expended in Jove or in a poem, is the sar
he poct and the lover are creators, they particip:
yd carry on the great work begun billions of ye:
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ive; and have not all the crit
that the story in which I relat
the best pages of prose I have
of myself when there is Wagne
about? Did he not write to M:
owe you Tristan for all eternity ”
written record of her debt to W
she could not find words to give 1
great it was.

Histories of human civilizatic
ance, but I do not know of anjy
intelligence. But when this com
ever should come to be written—
at least I can imagine him hesit:
genius of artists he would be j
to sexual impulses. Goethe, as
forms me, looked upon love of
increasing his wsthetic sensibiliti
ent seems to think that he did
whereas I think he honored ther
held the contrary belief, so Gau
ing that great spiritual elation «
straint, and when inquiry was
beliefs on this point he confessed
an author more than half an hot

beloved; he placed mno restrictic
aenondence € for that helned ¥+a
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sing, but everything exists in Balzac.” And in
onversation with Gautier we do not find him prais
hastity as a virtue, but extolling the results that n
¢ gotten from chastity as a Yogi might. It is s
wmt English missionaries in India sometimes drive o
, their pony chaises to visit a holy wman who has 1
s womenfolk, plentitul food, and a luxurious dwelli
r a cave in some lonely ravine.  The pony chaise o
kes the parson to the mouth of the ravine, and leavi
s wife and children in charge of his servant, the p
n ascends the rocky way on foot, meeting, perchan
fut peasant priest from Maynooth bent on the sa
ission as himsclf —the conversion of the Yogi. It
nusing for a moment to imagine these two Western b
wrians sitting with the emaciated saint on the ledge
ont of the cave. Thinking to win his sympathy, th
Il him that on one point they are all agreed. T
rahman’s eyes would dilate; how can this thing be? |
res would scem to ask, and it is easy to imagine he
ntemptuously he would raise his eyes when he ga
ed gradually from their discourse that his visitors 1
wed that chastity was incumbent upon all men. B
1 men are not the same,” he would answer, if he o
vered his visitors; I dwell in solitude and in silen
xd am chaste, and live upon the rice that the pio
ave on the rocks for me but T do not reonrd ohnali
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supremely happy. But the news has reachec
here that in the West you seck a moral stan
this quest always fills me with wonder. There
among you, I can see that, and soldiers, and

and artists and princes and folk who labor in
—now do you expect all these men, living in
conditions of life, to live under the same rul
afraid that the East and the West will never u
each other. The sun is setting, my time for
over,” and the wise man, rising from the stone
he has been sitting, enters into the eave, leaving
and the parson to descend the rocks together i
light, their differences hushed for the moment,
forth again the next day.

Schopenbauer has a fine phrase, one that ha
my mind these many years, that the follies of
flatten against the sublime wisdom of the Fast il
fired against a cliff.

How can it be otherwise? For when we we
savages the Brahmans were learned philosopl
had seen as far into every mystery as mortal
ever sec. We have progressed a little lately;
versities, it is true, are a few hundred yenrs ol
coxoparison with the East we are still savages;
ture is but rudimentary, and my corresponden
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write to me on all subjects under the sun; about
vears ago we had ceased to write to ench other, so
gan her letter, not unnaturally, by speaking of tl
prive she guessed her handwriting would eause me
had broken the long silence, for she had been x
“The Lake,” and had been much interested in th
It would have been fmpolite to write to me without
fng to the asthetic pleasure the book had given h
hier interent was mainly a religious one.  About fiv
ago she had become a Roman Catholic, she was
a book on the subject of her conversion, and wou
to find out from me why I had made Father Go
conversion turn upon his love of woman, * for it
to me clear, unless I have minunderstood your boc
you intended to represent Gogarty as an intel
man.” It s difficult to trace one's motives back
remember the dreitation her letter caused me, an
[ felt it would not be dignified for me to expla
book wan thero for her to interpret or misinterp
ahwo pleased; added to which her “ conversion ™ to
wan an aunoeying plece of news.  Fifteen years a
wan an intelligent woran and s beantiful won
photograpln do not e, and it was disagreeable
to think of her going on her knees in a confes

receiving the sneraments, wearing seapulars, try
PR D T ¥ S TR OV T PP B TV TR ¢ TN
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lieving scrolls to be more intellectua
Father Gogarty poring over some e
Scriptures in his little house on the
the light of the lamp at midnight a
would go out of his parish because,
exegesis, a certain verset in the Gos
three hundred years after the death
to thinking how dry, common, and w
would be had it been written on tl
Carlyle said that Cardinal Newman
half-grown rabbit, and he was right;
further than a scroll, and man must

as well as with his brain. To think

must think, and it seews to me th
thought in this complete way. Rost
to him the enchantment and the grs
quest became life. JXad it been Ro:
the story would have merely been

The instinct to go rose up within hix
how or whence it came, and he wen
finding his way toward a country w
been, led as the bird is led by som:
And I do not doubt that he found ]
form of political or literary ambitio

woman who would remind him of
Tonats vorhavia ha fanmd 3+ v nll +h,



-

APOLOGIA PRO SCH

sifted again and again; its histor
has been weighed, and it is diffie:
scrupulous exegetist throwing a
unexplored corner.  Fven Cathol
can be regarded as a Catholie, ha
that the gospels were written 1
earliest, that of Mark, was writte
death of Christ, and it is the o
scholar claims the faintest histor
knowledge of history in our po
come in modern times merely a
entirely dissociated from the i
once said that Nature put him ot
say the same about the intellect-
of a great deal of temperament
telleet he gets a precipitate, if

drop into the parlance of the ch
be an impolite word to use, and
delights in the fetich. There w
women, the clerie has discovered
souls for the sake of rosaries .
Pope's indulgences.  The two gr
as the clerics know well, are the
desire to know. We find this in

clericy, was angry becsuse his

different fruits.  God's comprel



;
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gambol as they pleased. But the
were vain. There were rams wh
and the succulent herbage that g
life, for the sake of the fruit of f
all the fences that the cleries ha
down one by one; and during the
great feast was held under the t
feast there are always ailing stor
ing the feast go about in great de
feited feasters, saying the bran
been plucked bare; others compla;
ter fruit. This is the moment f¢
Hell is remote, it has been going
some time, and biology, if no
serves the clerical purpose almost :
of existence are humble enough,
the glorious heritage,” and the
folded again. . . . The tree of 1
whenever a fruit is plucked anot
place, and all the efforts of the ¢l
to keep their flocks from this tre
of knowledge!” they cry. “ I
trees,” they mutter among them:
but this one, from which sweet
plucked, is the worser.” And t}

oronne o maae oengnre on fhelw
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the faithful that this world is no
would never have been written.
says that the carth is as beautif
tiex’s phrase, “ Moi, je trouve lc
ciel, et je pense que la correct
vertu,” has become the heresy mw
other to the modern elerie, anc
ardent and intellectual spirits o
plete and perfect expression of
will always scem absurd to look
to a Bedouin for light. Natur
tudes of mind, and among the
regards archbishops as more ser;
These will never be among mjy
them in full possession of the se

My generation was in sympat
de Maupin " and it did morc th
the ideas we were secking, It
as for any other man, to attem
of an idea and to try to det
life.  Perhaps the part of the b
the lenst was that very part whi
in court if a prosecution were
luding to the scene when Madem
into Albert’s room.  This scene v
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these beautiful pages made entire
stasy. How false and shameful i
We are allowed to state that we
to Christian, but are interdicted

beliefs by incident. So long as'w
theory we are unmolested. But
which do not trouble the minds
vigilance associations, the men an
together in back parlors with lead
passages which they consider ““ un
strong accent on the second syllal
pursue beaten tracks. Books lik
Maupin ” they hold would act dir
ment, and we know that they do
that the things of the intellect b
and the things of the flesh to the
wise Rose Leicester, the pretty s
have been left out of my story e
and her place taken by a book. M
it will be remembered, was in fav
dificulty. My second correspond
the charitable institution, would has
of Father Oliver’s flight a sensu:
might have been Burton’s “ Arabian
Casanova’s ““ Memoirs,” for this i
most entirely with the senses; the
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set Father Gogarty free could have been inspire
by a woman’s personality. It was not necessar
he should go after the woman herself-—but tha
has already been explained.  'What concerns us
understand is how the strange idea could hawe
into men’s minds that literature is a more pot
fluence than life itself. The solving of this probl
beguiled many an hour, but the solution scems
away as ever, and I have never got ncarer th
supposition that perhaps this fear of literatur
survival of the very legitimate fear that preva
the Middle Ages against writing. In my child
remember hearing an old woman say that writi
an invention of the devil, and what an old won
lieved forty years ago in outlying districts was
the universal opinion of the Middle Ages. De
tions and burnings of books were frequent, anc
die slowly, finding a slow extinction many gene
after the reason for their existence has ceased.

famous trial of Gille de Rais we have it on reco:
the Breton baron was asked by his ecclesiastical
if pagan literature had inspired the strange cri
which be was accused, if he had read of them
have forgotten the names of the Latin author:
tioned, but I remember Gille de Rais' quite

answer that his own heart had inspired the
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was lying. And about tem years ago Lon
itself in the same moral quandary. Thre
little boys were discovered to have planned
of one of their comrades-—sixpence, I thin
object of the murder; not one was over eigh
planned the crime skillfully and very nearly
in avoiding detection. To credit these little
instinctive crime was intolerable, and just
Middle Ages a scapegoat had to be found.
and his Ass were out of the question, but
boys admitted having read penny dreadful
breathed again, the way now was clear, tl
papers must be prosecuted, and this recrud
wickedness in the heart of a little boy w
be heard of again. A little later or maybe
little earlier, I relate these things in the orde
they come into my mind, the London Vigil
ciation instituted a prosecution against M
Vizetelly, a man of letters and the publishe
novels. With the exception of Mr. Robert
and myself not a single man of letters coulc
to speak in Mr. Vizetelly’s defense. Everyl
some excuse, his wife was ill, his children w
seaside and he had to go down to see ther
he had never cared much about maturalistic
whereas, if the prosecution had been direct
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> believed that when the case came into court t
idge ruled that the fact that standard writers h:
ailed themselves of a great deal of license could n
> taken as a proof that such license was permissibl
wo wrongs do not make a right he said. In the
rcumstances perhaps counsel was wise to tell M
izetelly to plead guilty to having published an i
:cent libel; but the advice seemed so cruel that, just
- unjustly, I suspect the lawyer of a wish to esca
¢ odium that would have attached to him if he h:
fended a book accused of immorality. The old m:
as heavily fined. On going out of court he set

ork to have the books revised, spending hundreds

ounds having the plates altered, but the Vigilan
ssociation attacked him again, and this time they su
eded in killing him. Mr. Vizetelly was over seven
cars of age when he went to prison, and the shan
nxicty, and three months of prison life killed his
jive years afterwards the Authors’ Society, who wou
ot say s word in his favor, voted a great banquet f
ola when he came to London. Zola received eve
omage that could be paid to a man of letters. T
igilance Association raised no protest, and I do
lame them. None would have been heard. But wh
¢ banquets were held and the speeches were publish
| the newspapers some of the members of the Associati
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altogether, for some time afterwar
morality in literature arose again-
circumstances of this case—but .
Coote, the secretary of the Asso
Shakespeare had not written ma
passages. Mr. Coote was obliged
and when asked why the Associati
not proceed against Shakespeare
Shakespeare wrote beautifully.

doctrine, for if the license of expre
availed himself of be harmful, S
prosecuted; that he wrote beaut
whatever. Life comes before lite
lance Association lays itself open
of duty by not proceeding at onc
and against all those who have

license of expression. The membe
have indeed set themselves a sti
not shrink from it if they would
people’s moral sense by exhibiting
of mere busybodies with a taste
old men speak of as “spicy bit
have to be taken against all th
Coote belicves to be harmful (
representative of the ideas of his

wlea wmuet nor he rajeod sonlyy
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himself mno moral laggard, will do all that
of him. A very pretty selection of “ spicy
be picked from “ Don Juan,” and toward this
tion every member, male and female, might
The reading of these selections in Bow St
crowded court would prove quite a literary
ment, and if the magistrate rcfused to issue |
he could only do so on the pretext that the
been published a long while, a pretext which c
be held to be more valid than the pretext pu
by Mr. Coote for not prosccuting Shakespeare
thing only would I warn the Socicty which I s
taking under my wing, and that is, even if
succeed in interdicting two-thirds of English
its task will still be only half accomplished.
paper question will still have to be faced. !
relatively expensive, but the newspaper can |
for & halfpenny, and it will be admitted that
is as indecent as the common reporter. T
thinks that I am going to draw his attentior
celebrated divorce case, an account of whict
ported in full in the columns of some daily pa
a large heading “ Painful Details,” the det:
the account the chambermaid gave the outragec
of—1I will spare my reader.

About fifteen vears aco I was asked if
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In this hall there were some thirty or forty
varying from twelve to eighteen, reading tl
reading the reports of the Oscar Wilde tr
paper contained three or four columns o
the head master if it were right to allo
read such reports and he answered that la
papers contained a great deal of objecti
“But how am I to keep the daily pape
college?” Now I am not easily scanc
could not help feeling that a grave scan
. committed in allowing these boys to re
papers during the week of that trial.
admit the newspapers one day how can yc
on another occasion? And while appreci:
master’s difficulty I walked out into the o]
to take any further interest in the spo
time obliterated anything of the shame I
I don’t want to make a fuss, I don’t ws
a moralist, but I cannot help thinking th:
papers continue to be published, the Vig
need not trouble lest certain books shoulc
hands of young people. My corresponde
thousands of newspapers are published tc
wrote to me saying that my book rous
I am afraid I omitted the passage in whic

occur, fearing to burden my article w
I  cvecs b 2o
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d don’t you? You seem in passage after passage
. world-weary in a sense that no sane man ought
, sated, disgusted, tired of life—is it not so? Y
e I speak from what I am sure you will regard
narrow platform, my ideals are certainly not you
it I am simply and frankly curious as to the ultimat
your book and in yourself.”

Let us suppose now that the Vigilance Associati
ter a sharp crusade has succeeded in redeeming o
erature from all reprehensible matter, and flushed wi
iccess has attacked the newspapers and obtained
terdiction against the publication of all reports |
xual crimes and misdemeanors. And having extend
ir imagination so far we may presume as the sequen
world of such bighly developed moral susceptibiliti
at Miss Austen’s novels are beginning to cause u
giness. Miss Austen’s novels are still permitted, b
. current literature nothing is said that would le:
e reader to suppose that men and women are not |
¢ same sex. But men and women still continue
eet and hold conversation. Only some advanced mer
ers of the Association are in favor of that comple
paration of the sexes which obtains in Ircland in t
wral districts. In the imaginary time of which I &
riting the Association has only obtained complete cc
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such a dilemma. He would disguise himself as
and at the next meeting of the Society tell how
until now showed some reluctance to—the |
would be a difficult one to finish, perhaps Mz
would break off and say-—reluctance to put
on the action of men and women as long as th
within their own doors, but after what bhe h:
he finds himself obliged to pass from the m
to the progressives. What has Mr. Coote seen
would he tell his tale?

He would tell of the length and the breadtl
ball xoom, of the parquet Hoor usually covered
subusson carpet but the carpet had been lifted
gilded furniture taken away; the windows and
cesses had been filled with flowers, and to kee
fresh, great blocks of ice had been placed in the
He would tell of the lighting arrangements, for
flowers and lights incentives to immorality?
descriptions of the roses and the lilies would o
up to his descriptions of the shameless animal
came up the staircase between twelve and onc.
naked lady, the hostess, stood at the head of tk
receiving her guests with smiles and words of v
The dresses the women wore resembled the dre
by the hostess; young and old alike went abo
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ctext of secking a Indy who had dropped a ha
rehief be had crossed the ball roow and was the
re in A position to give an peenrate account of |
nltzen he had heard, duleet, undulating, eapricic
ensures, far more provoeative than Beethoven's ' Kre
r Sonatn ' which Tolstoy has denounced, The I
at Mr. Coote sought was not in the ball room, a
- he had an opportunity of investigating all the
ring room, and I oneed uot deseribe the pensive s
ocked faces that lstened to his descriptions of |
iy neoks,  Sumethnes it was a sereen, sometiy
wns a pnlm that was cmployed to hide the cou
om  observation,  Mr. Coote at last discovered |
vier of the handkerchief in one of those shady noo
e was there with a gentleman, .. . Mr. Coote,
umrse, would refuse to relnte what he saw, he wo
sitnte, but the members of his Assoclation would
st upon knowing everything, and he would at 1
nfenn: " Well, the gentleman had kissed the lady
¢ point of her shoulder””  From this scandalous
dent he would pasy to tell all that he remembered
e conversation he had heard at the table round wh
+ hnd worked till nearly four o'clock in the mo
g handing cutlets, chicken patties, and other delicaci
e numes of which he wan not acquainted with,
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there is what may perhaps be ca
books which are found in public
the French, and the Italian tex
to ask why a little knowledge «
and Italian should procure the r
“ Femmes Gallantes.” It woul
body to say that this book is n
yet in the French text I suppos
it. Casanova’s ‘“ Memoirs " is ax
kind; I am not aware of any

Boceaccio’s tales, but every libr:
in the original Italian. The o
put forward for the suppression
harmful, and if Brantéme, Casa
harmful in English, they do harr
them in the original texts. But
out enough inconsistencies, anc
weary, may say: ‘“‘ Are you so
don’t know that the world is a
that life is no more than a tale

sound and fury, and signifying r
did no more than to put into e
man’s belief, that we are all ma
other. If this be so, cvery race
for have we not often heard t}

- LT D . B Y . s Y
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changed, yet now everybody reac
I must not allow myself to be d:
the moral crusades directed agai
task is tempting, and I hope it v
of these days. Here, at all even
my own writings, as indicated by
and it is doubtful if reference to
my point clearer than the tale

Anmerica to my own book, “ Esthe
sheets were sent in turn to three ]
Harper, and Appleton, and all t
on the ground that, while recogni
think it was exactly the kind of b
make mistakes; this is not denied
so remarkable is that all three fi
an authorized edition of the boo
its success in England had been
Mr. Appleton, whom I met in Par
that expert opinion regarding t]
fault. ‘ The book,” he said, “w:
to publish, a most admirable book,
to any firm.” I answered: “ Ve
Mr. Appleton, is true, but three

thought differently. How is it ths
become moral in three weeks? ” D
Innes,” disturbed the house of

ST b hhcee XX ad0we ?? ard o aord] ar o
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printer. The passage was: “. .. in her :
Evelyn was an agent of the sensusl passion,
with her voice, but in her arms, her neck,
and in every expression of her face; and i
craving music that had thrown her into Uli
If it had subjugated her how much more
subjugate and hold within its persuasion the
the listener, who perceived in the music mo
its sensuality? ” “ But for what reason,” I
expert, “do you suggest the elimination of
sage? This is the Puritan point of view.

that your proposal was to draw my attenti
passages to which you thought the Puritan
Ject.” “ Ah,” he said, ““that is how I bego
I got on with the work I thought it better
every passage that might give offense.”

whom would this passage give offense? ™ I sai
tainly not to any religious body?™ “ No,
swered, “not to any religious body, but it w
offense to the subscribers to the New Opera FE
parents read that the music of ‘ Tristan’ thre
Innes into the arms of Ulick Dean, they »
care to bring their daughters to hear the o
might possibly discontinue their subscriptions.’
body will agree that “ expert opinion ™ can |
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hich throws a light on the waters we have pass
rough, none on those which lic before us, the pu
cation of “ The Lake ™ was issucd by Messrs. Applet
ith my consent. The book, as the American pub
ready know, is free from all matter to which t
ost scvere wmoralist could take exception, yet t
merican  edition did not conform entircly with t
nglish; a dedication written in Krench was omitte
v what reason I do not know, but it was omitte
he matter may seem a small one, and it may see
wvidious to allude to it at all, but on an occasion li
e present nothing must be passed over.  The Engli
roofs of the *““ Memoirs’ were read, and the bo
as accepted, but when it was set up in America
id not seem quite so moral in the American type as
id in the English and difficulties arose; these ha
ren alluded to in the first paragraph of this artic
nd perhaps wrongly I agreed that the two stories, “ T
overs of Orelay” and *“ In the Luxcrabourg Gardens
wuld be left out. On September 28th I wrote, su
esting: that ““ In the Luxembourg Gardens ” might
tained, that it was only necessary to drop out a f
ntences to make it, as the expert would say, ““ accey
le to the American public,” but it never occurred
e that “ The Xovers of Orelay” could be publish
L any form except the form in which I wrote it. Tl
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cut out ecither “ In the Luxembourg Gard
Lovers of Orelay.” We simply have t:
of each. Very truly yc

J

“ Simply have taken out parts of each
then, is a sort of unfortunate animal,
was to be thrown on the American vivise
pieces taken out of it. Well, I raise no o
promise that this preface will be pub
alteration soothes me (it is the anasthe
all, is it not an honor to be Bowdlerize
best are deemed dangerous. . . . 1 am
anybody ever took liberties with Miss B
And the day of the Bowdlerizer is a brief
or later the original text is published.
rule, and I am confident I shall not prov
to the rule.

GEORG.
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CHAPTER I
SPRING IN LONDON

As I sit at my window on Sunday morning, laz:
atching the sparrows—restless black dots th
aunt the old tree at the corner of King’s Ben
Valk-—1I begin to distinguish a faint green haze
he branches of the old lime. Yes, there it is gre
1 the branches; and I'm moved by an impulse—t
npulse of Spring is in my fect; india-rubber seer
> have come into the soles of my feet, and I wou
e London. It is delightful to walk across Te
le Gardens, to stop—pigeons arc sweeping dos
rom the roofs——to call a hansom, and to notice,
ne passes, the sapling behind St. Clement’s Dan
he quality of the green is exquisite on the smok
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whirling everywhere. The children hard
being run over. Coster girls sit wrapped
contentedly, like rabbits at the edge of a bu
men smoke their pipes in sullen groups, the;
the closed doors of the public house. At t
of the great theatre a vendor of cheap ices :
absorbing the few spare pennies of the n
hood. The hansom turns out of the lane
great thoroughfare, a bright glow like t
fills the roadway, and upon it a triangular
masonry and St. Giles’s church rise, the s
in the faint blue and delicate air. Spires ar
tiful that we would fain believe that they wi
creeds; religion or no religion we must ha
and in town and country—spires showing
trees and rising out of the city purlieus.
The spring tide is rising; the almond tr
bloom, that one growing in an area spreads
nese decoration fan-like upon the wall. T}
in the time-worn streets of Fitzroy Square li
how the green runs along? The spring is r
some here than in the country. One must b
don to see the spring. One can see the spr

afar Aonctree v Q4+ TAabhn?e wrme~nd hama awd |
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dils! But how beautiful is the curve o
when scen in profile, and still more bea
starry yellow when the flower is seen full
antique flower carries my mind back—n
times, for the daffodil has lost somet
ancient loveliness; it is more reminiscent
wood than of a Greek vase. My nonsen
amuse me; I follow my thoughts as a ¢
butterflics ; and all this cestasy in and o
the joy of health—my health and the h
world. This April day has set brain a
fire. Now it would be well to ponder
canal! It looks as if it had fallen into
that 1s charming; an abandoned canal :
symbol of—well, I do not know of wha
flows or rushes, even an artificial lake harl
fowl, children sail their boats upon it;
does nothing.

Here comes a boat! The canal ha
abandoned. Ah! that boat has intex
dreams, and I feel quite wretched. I had
the last had passed twenty years ago. H
with its lean horse, the rope tightening
ing, a great black mass with ripples at tl
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why I love a canal. One nev
for canals. The boats glide
toiling horse is a symbol! h
his toes into the path!

There are visits to pay.
course women, always women.
and I resume my meditations i
cab rolls through the old br
round Golden Square; streets
in old novels; streets full of
Fuseli, and others of the rank
art with a big A, drank their
wondering why the world di
genius. Children are scramb
archway, striving to reach to
The smell of these dry faded
London; there is something
original marsh in the smell o
through the pavement and m
Fancy follows fancy, image ¢
is but a seeming, and myster
That white Arch scems to sy
twilight. I would fain belie
reveal. London wraps hersel;
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As I turn away, for the wind thrills and oblig
e to walk rapidly, I think how fortunate I am
xperience these emotions in Hyde Park, whereas r
ellows have to go to Switzerland and to climb
font Blanc, to feel half what I am feeling now,

stand looking across the level park watching t
mset, a dusky one. The last red bar of light fad
nd nothing remains but the grey park with the bl
f the suburb behind it, flowing away full of m
nd pcople, dim and mournful to the pallid ligh
f Kensington ; and its ecrowds are like strips of bla
ape scattered here and there. By the railings t
ape has been wound into a black ball, and, no doul
e peg on which it is wound is some preacher pro
ing human nature deliverance from evil if it w
orego the spring time. But the spring time co
nues, despite the preacher, over yonder, und
ranches swelling with leaf and noisy with sparrow
he spring is there amid the boys and girls, bo
ressed in ill-fitting suits of broadcloth, daffodils
heir buttonholes ; girls hardly less coarse, ereatur
ade for work, escaped for a while from the thr:
om of the kitchen, now doing the business of t
orld better than the preacher: poor servants
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fur hanging from her shoulders, almost hi
pleasant waist, enters one of these. She
Lane. Park Lanc supper parties and div.
written in her eyes and manner. The old bes
ing swiftly lest he should catch cold, his m
clearly dyed, his waist certainly pinched by
he, too, is Park Lane. And those two you
talking joyously—admirable specimens of
Saxons, slender feet, varnished boots, hes
abundant youth—they, too, are character
Park Lane.

Park Lane dips in a narrow and old-fashio
as it enters Piccadilly. Piceadilly has not ye
vulgar, only a little modern, a little out of
with the beauty of the Green Park, of that b
dell, about whose mounds I should like to see a
of the Restoration acted.

I used to stand here, at this very spot, twen!
ago, to watch the moonlight between the tr
the shadows of the trees floating over that b
dell; Tused to think of Wycherly’s comedy, ¢
St. James’s Park,” and I think of it still. ]
days the Argyle Rooms, Kate Hamilton’s in

Qbommd meod dbic 9% 87 Y0 Yoo Y7 0 o0 o &%



CHAPTER 11
FLOWERING NORMANDY

Oxn my arrival in Paris, though the
stupid hour of weven in the morning,
up the grey platform, my head was fill
riea of the sea, for all the way across
like & beautiful blue plain without beg
a plain on which the ship threw a little
moving alwayn like life itself, with de
and after. I remembered how we ste
long winding harbour in the dusk, ha
fore we were due—at daybreak. Aga
sky, along the chiff™s edge, a line of brol
ngrgged s one star shone in the dawning
flection wavered in the tranguil harboy
no sound except the splushing of pade
not wind enourh to take the Hshine bos
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ing buttresses, and the round roof disappear
the chimney-stacks, A curious, pathetic t
of nuns and pigeons and old gables and
dormer windows, and courtyards where Fren
once assembled—fish will be sold there in a fi
Once I spent a summer in Dieppe. And du
hour we had to wait for the train, during
that we watched the green sky widening
masses of shrouding cloud, I thought of t
ago. The town emerged very slowly, and o1
roofs were visible when the fisher girl clanl
the quays with a clumsy movement of the .
we were called upon to take our seats in t
We moved along the quays, into the sub
then into a quiet garden country of little |
brooks and hillsides breaking into cliffs.
and the hills were still shadowless and grey,
the orchards in bloom seemed sad. But wh
say of their beauty when the first faint 1
peared, when the first rose clouds appeared .
hills?  Orchard succeeded orchard, and t
houses were all asleep There i8 no such jc
the world as the journey from Dmppe to

Y . . ¥ T Y Y MY Y O
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see the spots where they had set their
slight rise with the solitary poplar fo
rich river bank and shady backwater f
Soon after I saw the first weir, and
hay-boat; and at every moment the riv
serene, more gracious, it passed its arms
green-wooded island, on which there we
and sometimes we saw it ahead of us, Ic
verdant landscape as if it were a g
through it like a white silk ribbon, ar
the green gown disappearing in fine m
drawn about the low horizon.

I did not weary of this landscape, a
when the first villa appeared. Another
other showed between the chestnut-tre
and there were often blue vases on t
sometimes lanterns in metalwork hung
balconies. The shutters were not yet
heavy French shutters that we all know
that give the French houses such a look
of ease, of long tradition. Suddenly t
a street struck me as a place I had know
“Is it possible that we are passing
niéres? > 'The name flitted past, and |
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days of L’(Eil, Crevé, and Chil;
under the chestnut-trees of tl
banlieue with me by her side,
her. She has gone and Julia .
tense has outlived them all. |
eighty-five at least. It would be
sing “ Mon cher amant, je te
voice of eighty-five; it would be
sing it because she doesnt kn
is; the old light of love requi
she has had many ; many great
woe and decadence.

Not five minutes from that ¢
in which Hervé lived, and to v
us to supper; and where, aft
play to us the last music he h
tened, but the public would I
Sedan had taken all the tinkle
compositeur toqué never caugh
We listened to his chirpy scor
would revive that old nervou
Empire when Hortense used to
took the Empire for a spring-h

vk BV omarde verer £ T T onye b sary irs
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himself in; the ballroom has been pulled do
never again will an orchestra play a note
poor scores; even their names are unknown.
bars of a chorus of pages came back to me,
bered only by me, all are gone, like Horte
Blanche and Julia.

But after all T am in Paris.  Almost t
Paris; almost the same George Moore, m
awake as before to all enjoyment, my sou
wrapped as ever in the divine sensation of l1ifi
my youth moved through thy whiteness, O C
its dreams lay down to dreams in the freedor
ficlds! Years come and years go, but ever:
see city and plain in the happy exaltation of
and departing before the cuckoo, while the
is still bright on the bough, it has come t
think that Paris and May are one.



CHAPTER II
A WAITRESS

Feerine that he would never .
Stevenson wrote in a preface to
see like a vision the youth of my
father, and the whole stream of
there far in the north, with the so
tears, to cast me out in the end,as
on these ultimate islands. And I .
head before the romance of destir
sentence read as if it were writte
effusive febrile emotion, as if he w
suing his idea? And so it remind.
tering after a light. But howe
sentence contains some pretty cla
remembered though not perhaps i
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to be flayed alive, no doubt admired the r
destiny that laid him on his ultimate islanc
plank, so that the executioner might co
roll up the skin of his belly like an apro:
hare that I once saw beating a tambourine
Street looked at me so wistfully that I &
admired in some remote way the romance
that had taken it from the woodland and ca
its ultimate island—in this case a bar
neither of these strange examples of the r
destiny seems to me more wonderful than t
of a wistful Irish girl whom I saw serving
students in a certain ultimate café in
Quarter; she, too, no doubt, admired tl
which had cast her out, ordaining that :
die amid tobacco smoke, serving drinks to
entertaining them with whatever convers:
desired.

Gervex, Mademoiselle D’Avary, and I hs
this café after the theatre for half an hour
tion; I had thought that the place seemed
for Mademoiselle D’Avary, but Gervex hac
we should find a quiet corner, and we had
to choose one in charge of a thin, delicate g
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that passed across their minds. Each ha
Jess asked and wondered why life had

them so differently. But first I must tell

Mademoiselle D’Avary, and how I came to k
I had gone to Tortoni, a once-celebrated ca
corner of the Rue Taitbout, the dining place
sini. When Rossini had earned an income
thousand pounds a year it is recorded that
¢ Now I’ve done with music, it has scerved

and I’'m going to dine every day at Tortoni’s
in my time Tortoni was the rendezvous of t
of art and letters; every one was there
o’clock, and to Tortoni I went the day I a
Paris. To be seen there would make known
that I was in Paris. Tortoni was a sort of
tion. At Tortoni I had discovered a you
one of my oldest friends, a painter of talent
a picture in the Luxembourg—and a man

beloved by women. Gervex, for it was he, h
me by the hand, and with voluble eagerness
me that I was the person he was seeking
heard of my coming and had sought me in e
from the Madeleine to Tortoni. e had b
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life; and Mademoiselle D’Avary is
tion, for she was an actress of
My friend, too, is an evocation, h
whose pride is not to spend mo
whose theory of life is that “If
round to the studio when one’s w
pouvons faire la féte ensemble.”
fensible this view of life may be,
to be said for it, I had thought t
refrained from saying when I
drawing-room admiring it—a d
nished with sixteenth-century bro
ures, étagéres covered with silver
drawings by Boucher—Boucher i
French Boucher, a Flemish Bouch
Boucher—that I must not think
things were presents from him,
when she came into the room the
her arm was not from him. It ha
slightly bad taste that he should x
made no presents, for his remark
Jjoyousness; I could sece that she -
at the thought of going out to di
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it had not interested us. .And during the
Gervex had paid visits in various parts of t
leaving Mademoiselle D’Avary to make hers
able to me. I dearly love to walk by the pe
tor in which Love is wheeling a pair of love
the play he had said, “ Allons boire un bc
we had turned into a students’ café, a café
with tapestries and oak tables, and old-time
Medicis gowns, a café in which a student
ally caught up a tall bock in his teeth, cmp
a gulp, and after turning head over heels, w
without having smiled. Mademoiselle I
beauty and fashion had drawn the wild ey
the students gathered there. She wore a |
woven dress, and from under the large hat
showed dark as night; and her southern e
with rich tints, yellow and dark green where
grew scanty on the neck ; the shoulders dro
opulent suggestion in the lace bodice. At
interesting to compare her ripe beauty witk
deciduous beauty of the waitress. Mac
D’Avary sat, her fan wide-spread across h
her Lips parted. the small teeth showing be!
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“ But you’re English.”

“I’'m Irish. T’'m from Dublin.

And thinking of a girl reared
ventions, but whom the romance
upon this ultimate café, I aske
found her way here; and she to
Dublin when she was sixteen ; she
six ycars ago to take a situation
ess. She used to go with the chi
embourg Gardens and talk to the
day a student had sat on the ben
rest of the story is casily guesse
money to keep her, and she had t
to earn her living.

“It doesn’t suit me, but what
must live, and the tobacco smoke
I sat looking at her, and she mus
was passing in my mind, for sh
lung was gone; and we spoke of h
and she said that the doctor hac
away south.

Seeing that Gervex and Ma
were engaged in conversation, I
devoted all mv attention to this
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over to the corner of the café and cutting
and putting it away. She said she would e
fore going to bed, and that would be tw
hence, about three. While talking to her I
of a cottage in the South amid olive and
trees, an open window full of fragrant air,
girl sitting by it.

“ Y should like to take you south and atte
you.”

“I’m afraid you would grow weary of nur
And I should be able to give you very little i
for your care. The doctor says I'm not
any one.”

We must have talked for some time, for it
waking out of a dream when Gervex and )V
selle D’Avary got up to go, and, secing ho
ested I was, he laughed, saying to Mad
D’Avary that it would be kind to leave me -
new friend. Mis pleasantry jarred, and t|
should like to have remained, I followed th
the street, where the moon was shining over |
cmbourg Gardens. And as I have said b
dearly love to walk by a perambulator in wh!
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on the Pont Neuf the words began to
and [ jotted down the first lines befor
Next morning I continued my pocm, ¢
passed in this little composition.

We are alone!  Listen, a little while
And hear the renson why your wear,
And lute-toned speaking are so very
And how my love of you it more con
Than any love of any lover, They
Have only been attracted by the gre,
Delicious softness of your eyes, your
And delicate form, or some such oth
‘The simple pretexts of all lovers;—I
For other reason.  Listen whilst T tr
To say. T joy to see the sunset slog
Beyond the weak hours” hopelesa ho
Leaving the heavens a melancholy ¢
Of quiet colour chaunted like n paal
In mildly modulated phrases; thus
Your life shall fade like a voluptuou
Vision heyond the sight, and you she
Like some soft evening’s sad seronity
I would possess your dying hours; it
My love i worthy of the gift, T plen
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Its passion; love perhaps it is not, yet
To see you fading like a violet,

Or some sweet thought, would be a ve
And costly pleasure, far beyond the ra
Of formal man’s emotion. Listen, I
Will chose a country spot where fields
And wheat extend in rustling yellow p
Broken with wooded hills and leafy la
To pass our honeymoon; & cottage wh
The porch and windows are festooned
Green leaves of eglantine, and look up
A shady garden where we'll walk alon:
In the autumn summer evenings; each
Our walks grow shorter, till to the ora
The garden’s length, is far, and you w
From time to time, leaning upon my k
Your languid lily face, then later still
Unto the sofa by the window-sill

Your wasted body I shall carry, so
That you may drink the Jast left linge:
Of evening, when the air is filled with
Of blossoms; and my spirits shall be r
The while with many griefs. Like sor
That grows more lovely as it fades aw
Gaiviine that calin gerenitvy and heloht
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Set in the evening magnitude of
Death takes but little, yea, you
Me that deep peace and immac
Which man may never find in ¢

Good poetry of course not, b
turned every line except the
elision is not a happy one, and th
of the “ and > does not produce :

Death takes but little, Death I
Me a remembrance, and a pure
Of unrequited love.

And mumbling the last lines
stened to the café near the Lux
wondering if I should find coura
to come away to the South and ]
should not, fearing it was the id
deed that tempted me; for the so
the soul of Florence Nightingale
this wistful Irish girl, and was }
knew not why; not to show her t
thought was intolerable. Often

.m - -
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for her; only a transfusion of bl
she was almost bloodless. He ¢
could be taken from the arm of
passed into the veins of the aln
as he spoke things began to get
grow faint; I heard some one sa
pale,” and he ordered some bra
South could not save her; practi
and I returned home thinking of

Twenty years have passed, an
her again. Poor little Irish gir
end by a sudden freshet on an u
little heap of bones! And I bow
the romance of destiny which o
only saw her once, should be th
her. Perhaps I should have forg
been that I wrote a poem, a po
scribe and dedicate to her namel



CHAPTER
THE END OF MARIE I

Ocrave Barras liked his fri
studio, and a few of us who belie:
to drop in during the afternoor
I got to know every picture, e
never knows everything that a p
one day, coming into the studic
a full-length portrmt I had neve
easel.

“ It was in the back room tux
said. “I took it out, thinkin
prince who ordered the Pegast
buy it,” and he turned away, nc
+ praise of it; for it mneither pleas
his early works praised nor abu
before I knew how to paint.”
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however, who had revealed the sc
who had taught him how to pain
there was danger in retracing
ning one’s education over agair
there for it, since painting wa
schools.

I bad heard all he had to s
not change my belief that cve
the ideas of his time, be they
easy to say that we must only ad
and jealously guard against a
our personality; but in art our
mined by the methods we emplo
trait intercsted me more than
tion, or the three pink Venuses
flowers above their heads.  The
and violent, but so was the man
he had painted it when he was a
and the methods of Manet wer
my friend’s temperament. 'We
to-day ; we are cager to note do
sec; and the curofu]ly prepare
of Rubens was as incompatible

T T . V. |
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him. The word “inspired > offc
drew it; I said that he had bec
model, and he admitted that: to ¢
complexioned girl with fine del
blue-black hair lying close ab
feathers—she wore her hair as a
wing—compelled one to paint; s
the face I admired the black silk d
her in, a black silk dress covered w
wore grey pearls in her ears, ar
neck.

I was interested in the quality
different from Octave’s present j
more interested in the woman he:
revealed to me something in huma
never seen before, something that ]
of. The soul in this picture wa
forgot the painting, and began to
was unlike any one I had ever met
studio; a studio beloved of wom
met there seemed to be of all sort:
were all of a sort. They began t
o’clock in the afternoon, and th

R T R b P |
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certainly his appearance was a link «
he did not look like & modern man, |
teenth-century baron; his beard and }
and his hierarchial air contributed
blance; the jersey he wore reminded o
a coat of mail. Even in his choice of a
he seemed instinctively to avoid the m
found a studio in the street, the nan
one had ever heard before; it was fc
culty ; and the studio, too, it was hidde
crumbling walls, in the middle of a §
in which some one was growing cabl
was always, as he would phrase it, ¢
épouvantable, but he managed to kee
bred horse in the stable at the end of t
this horse was ordered as soon as tl
He would say, “ Mes amis et mes ami
mais mon cheval m’attend.” And the
see him mount, and many thought, I
he looked like a Centaur as he rode a
But who was this refined girl? th
tells things that cannot be translatec
thu olwe-skmned p;xrl who mxght have

. wye N N 4N 2w
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chatter about his mecthod of pain
all he wag saying many times bef
to it all again, and to propitiate hi
the picture was not painted in hj
“for there are good things in th

“and the model—you scem to ha
your model.”

“ Yes, she was nice to paint frc
cult to get her to sit. A concierg
wouldn’t think it, would you?”
amused him, and he began to lax
know her?” he said. “ That is
and when I asked him where he h
me, at Alphonsine’s; but I did
Alphonsine’s was.

“I’'m going to dine there to-nig
meet her ; she’s going back to Russ
she has been staying in the Quax
holiday. Sacré mom ! Malf-past
washed my brushes yet!?”

In answer to my question, what
to the Quartier Bréda for a holids

“I’ll tell you all about that in

But no sooner had we got into



MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD

riage, but we were hardly seated when ]
another appointment. He scribbled
lodges of the concierges, and between
all he knew of the story of Marie Pe
delicate woman that I had felt could
Montmartre kin was the daughter of :
the Boulevard Extérieur. She had n
home at fifteen, had danced at the
martre.

Sa jupe avait des trous,

Elle aimait des voyous,

IIs ont des yeux si doux.

But one day a Russian prince had
of her, and had built her a palace i
Elysées; but the Russian prince ar
bored her.

"The stopping of the carriage intern
narrative. “Here we are,” he said,
hanging on a jangling wire, and the
the crumbling wall opened, and I saw
woman—I saw Alphonsine! And her p
sized caricature drawn by Octave, face
white-washed wall of the hen-coop. 1
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bell, and had to run to the door to ¢
pany. Iere and there I recognised f
already scen in the studio ; Clementine
was studying the part of Elsa and this
ing,“La femme de feu, la eui, la cut, 1
a café chantant ; and Margaret Byror
retreated from Russin—a disastrous
was said to have been. The greate
hors concours, for Alphonsine’s wa
courtesan what Chelsea Hospital i
soldier. It was a sort of human gar
sound and colour of October.

I scrutinised the crowd. IHow cot
these women interest the woman whose
seen in Barrds’s studio? That one
whom I saw every morning in the Ruc
in a greasy peigmoir, going marketin
her arm. Search as I would I could n
for Maric among the women nor a lo
men—neither of those two stout mi
with large whiskers, who had probs
stockbrokers, nor the withered jour
heard speaking to Octave about a duel
recently; nor the little sandy Sco
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she had interested him to paint, and now he hoped
she would get the Russian to buy her picture.

“ Put she’s not here,” T said.

“ She’ll be here presently,” Octave answered, and
he went on talking to Clementine, a fair pretty
woman whom one saw every night at the Rat Mort.
It was when the soup-plates were being taken away
that I saw a young woman dressed in black coming
across the garden.

It was she, Marie Pellegrin.

She wore a dress similar to the one she wore in her
portrait, a black silk covered with lace, and her black
hair was swathed about her shapely little head. She

- was her portrait and something more. Her smile

was her own, a sad little smile that scemed to come
out of a depth of her being, and her voice was a little
musical voice, irresponsible as a bird’s, and during
dinner I noticed how she broke into speech abruptly
a8 a bird breaks into song, and she stopped as ab-
ruptly. I never saw a woman so like herself, and
sometimes her beauty brought a little mist into my
cyes, and I lost sight of her or very nearly, and I
went on eating mechanically. Dinner seemed to end
suddenly, and before I knew that it was over we were
getting up from table.

As we went towards the house where coffee was
heing served, Marie asked me if I played cards, but
I excused myself, saying that I would prefer to sit
and look at her; and just then a thin woman with
red hair, who had arrived at the same time as Marie
and who had sat next her at dinner, was introduced
to me, and I was told that she was Marie’s intimate
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friend, and that the two lived together whenever
Marie returned to Montmartre. She was known as
La Glue, her real name was Victorine, she had sat
for Manet’s picture of Olympe, but that was years
ago. The face was thinner, but I recognised the
red hair and the brown eyes, small eyes set closely,
reminding one of des petits verres de cognac. Her
sketch-book was being passed round, and as it came
into my hands I noticed that she did not wear stays
and was dressed in old grey woollen. She lit cigar-
ette after cigarette, and leaned over Marie with her
arm about her shoulder, advising her what cards to
play. The game was baccarat, and in a little while
I saw that Marie was losing a great deal of money,
and a little later I saw La Glue trying to persuade
her away from the card-table.

“ One more deal.” That deal lost her the last louis
she had placed on the table. * Some one will have to
pay my cab,” she said.

We were going to the Elysée Montmartre, and
Alphonsine lent her a couple of louis, pour passer sa
soirée, and we all went away in carriages, the little
horses straining up the steep streets; the plumes of
the women’s hats floating over the carriage hoods.
Marie was in one of the front carriages, and was
waiting for us on the high steps leading from the
street to the bal. '

“It’s my last night,” she said, “ the last night I
shall see the Elysée for many a month.”

“You'll soon be back again? ”

“ You see, I have been offered five hundred thou-
sand francs to go to Russia for three years. Fancy
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three years without seeing the Elysée,” and she
looked round. as an angel might look upon Paradise
out of which she is about to be driven. * The trees
are beautiful,” she said, “ they’re like a fairy tale,”
and that is exactly what they were like, rising into
the summer darkness, unnaturally green above the
electric lights. In the middle of a circle of white
globes the orchestra played upon an estrade, and
every one whirled his partner as if she were a top.
“Talways sit over there under the trees in the angle,”
she said ; and she was about to invite me to come and
sit with her when her attention was distracted from
me; for the people had drawn together into groups,
and I heard everybody whispering: “ That’s Marie
Pellegrin.” Seeing her coming, her waiter with
much ostentation began to draw aside tables and
chairs, and in a few minutes she was sitting under
her tree, she and La Glue together, their friends
about them, Marie distributing absinthe, brandy, and
cigarettes. A little procession suddenly formed un-
der the trees and came towards her, and Marie was
presented with a great basket of flowers, and all her
company with bouquets; and a little cheer went up
from different parts of the bal, “ Vive Marie Pelle-
grin, la reine de I’Elysée.”

The music began again, the people rushed to see
a quadrille . where two women, with ease, were kick-
ing off men’s hats; and while watching them I heard
that a special display of fireworks had been arranged
in Marie’s honour, the news having got about that
this was her last night at the Elysée. A swishing
sound was heard; the rocket rose to its height high
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up in the thick sky. Then it dipped over, the star
fell a little way and burst: it melted into turquoise
blue, and changed to ruby red, beautiful as the
colour of flowers, roses or tulips. The falling fire
changed again and again. And Marie stood on a
chair and watched till the last sparks vanished.

“Doesn’t she look like my picture now?* said
Octave.

“ You seenied to have divined her soul.”

He shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. “ I’m
not a psychologist; I am a painter. But I must get
a word with her,” and with a carelessness that was
almost insolence, he pushed his way into the crowd
and called her, saying he wanted to speak to her; and
they walked round the bal together. I could not
understand his indifference to her charm, and asked
myself if he had always been so indifferent. In a
little while they returned.

“Tll do my best,” I heard her say; and she ran
back to join her companions.

“I suppose you’ve seen enough of the Elysée?

“ Ah!qu’elle est jolie ce soir; et elle ferait joliment
marcher le Russe.”

We walked on in silence. Octave did not notice
that he had said anything to jar my feelings; he was
thinking of his portrait, and presently he said that
he was sorry she was going to Russia.

¢ I should like to begin another portrait, now that
I have learned to paint.”

“ Do you think she’ll go to Russia? ”

“ Yes, she’ll go there; but she’ll come back one of
these days, and I’ll get her to sit again. It is ex-
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traordinary how little is known of the art of paint-
ing; the art is forgotten. The old masters did
perfeetly in two days what we spend wecks fumbling
at. In two days Rubens finished his grisaille, and
the glazing was done with certainty, with skill, with
case in half an hour! He could get more depth of
colour with a glaze than any one can to-day, however
much paint is put on the canvas. The old masters
had method; now therc’s none. One brush as well
as another, rub the paint up or down, it doesn’t
matter so long as the canvas is covered. Manct
began it, and Cézanne has—well, filed the petition:
painting is bankrupt.”

I listened to him a little wearily, for I had heard
all he was saying many times before; but Octave
always talked as he wanted to talk, and this evening
he wanted to talk of painting, not of Marie, and I
was glad when we came to the spot where our ways
parted.

“You know that the Russian is coming to the
studio to-morrow; I hope he'll buy the portrait.”

“X hope he will,” I said. “ I’d buy it myself if I
could afford it.”

“I'd prefer you to have something I have done
since, unless it be the woman you’re after . . . but
one minute, You're coming to sit to me the day
after to-morrow?

“Yeu,” I said, “ I’ll come.”

“And then I’1l be able to tell you if he has bought
the picture.”

Three days afterwards I asked Octave on the
threshold if the Russian had bought the portrait,
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and he told me nothing had been definitely settled
yet.

Marie had gone to St Petershurg with the prince,
and this was the last news I had of her for many
montha.  But a week rarely passed without some-
thing bappening to remind me of her. One day n
booka of travels in Siberin opened at a passage tell-
ing how a boy belonging to u tribe of Asintic snvages
had been taken from his deserts, where he had been
found deserted and dying, and brought to Moscow.
The gentleman who bad found him adopted and edu-
ented him, and the reclaimed savage became in time
a fashionable young man about town, betraying no
trace of his erigin until one day he happened to meet
one of his tribe. The man had come to Moscow to
sell skina ; and the smell of the skins awoke a longing
for the desert. 'The reclaimed savage grew melan-
choly; his adopted father tried in vain to overcome
the original instinet; presents of money did not
soothe hin homesickness.  He disappeared, and was
not heard of for years until one day a caravan came
back with the news of a man among the saveges who
had betrayed himself by speaking I'rench.  On being
questioned, he denied any knowledge of French; he
said he had never been to 8t. Petersburg, nor did
he wish to go there. And what was this atory but
the story of Marie Pellogrin, who, when weary of
Runsian princes and palaces, returned for her holiday
to the Quartier Rréda?

A few days afterwards I heard in Barrds's studio
that she had eseaped from Russin; and that evening
I went to Alphonsine’s to dinner, hoping to see her
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there. But she was not there. There was no one
there except Clementine and the two stockbrokers;
and I waited eagerly for news of her. I did not like
to mention her name, and the dreary dinner was
nearly over before her name was mentioned. I heard
that she was ill ; no, not dying, but very ill. Alphon-
sine gave me her address; a little higher up on the
same side as the Cirque Fernando, nearly facing the
Elysée Montmartre. The number I could inquire
out, she said, and I went away in a cab up the steep
and stony Rue des Martyres, noticing the café and
then the brasserie and a little higher up the fruit-
seller and the photographer. When the mind is at
stress one notices the casual, and mine was at stress,
and too agitated to think. The first house we
stopped at happened to be the right one, and the
concierge said, *“ The fourth floor.” As I went up-
stairs I thought of La Glue, of her untidy dress and
her red hair, and it was she who answered the bell
and asked me into an unfurnished drawing-room, and
we stood by the chimneypiece.

“ She’s talking of going to the Elysée to-night.
Won’t you come in? She’d like to see you. There
are three or four of us here. You know them.
Clementine, Margaret Byron? > And she mentioned
some other names that I did not remember, and
opening a door she cried: “ Marie, here’s a visitor
for you, a gentleman from Alphonsine’s. You know,
dear, the Englishman, Octave Barrés’s friend.”

She gave me her hand, and I held it a long while.

“ Comme les Anglais sont gentils. De&s qu’on est
malade——""
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did I did not hear her; but 1 remember quite well that
she wpoke of my distaste for eards.

“You didn't play that night at Alphonsine’s when
I lost all my money. You preferred to look at Vie-
torine’s drawings,  She has done some hetter ones.
Go and look at them, and let's finish our game, Then
Tl talk to you, Ro you heard about me at Alphon-
sine's? They say Pmovery itl, dow’t they?  But now
that I've come back I'll soon get welll 'm always
well at Montmartre, 't I, Vietorine?™  * Nous
ne sommes pas installés encore,” Marie snid, refers
ring to the searcity of furniture, and to the clock
and candelabra which stood on the floor.  But if
there were too few chairs, there was a good deal of
money and jewellery among the bed-clothes; and
Marie toyed with this jewellery during the games.
8he wore large lace slovves, and the thin arms showed
deliente and slight when she raised them to change
her enr-rings,  Her smnnll beauty, fashioned like an
ivory, contrasted with the conrse fentures abont her,
and the little nose with heautifully shaped nostrils,
ahove anll the mouth fading at the euds into faint
indecivions.  Fvery now and then a tenderness came
over her face; Octave had seen the csential in her,
whatever he might sny: he hiad puinted herself-—her
soul i and Marie’s soul rose up like n water-flower in
her eyes, and then the noul sunk out of sight, and I
saw another Marie, une gruae, playing eards with five
athers from Alphonsine’s, losing her money and her
health, A bottle of abainthe stood on a beautiful
Empire table that her prince had given her, and
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Bijou, Clementine’s little dog, slept on an embroidered
cushion. Bijou was one of those dear little Japanese
or Chinese spaniels, those dogs that are like the King
Charles. She was going to have puppies, and I was
stroking her silky coat thinking of her coming
trouble, when I suddenly heard Clementine’s voice
raised above the others, and looking up [ saw a great
animation in her face; I heard that the cards had not
been fairly dealt, and then the women threw their
cards aside, and La Glue told Clementine that she
was not wanted, that elle ferait bien de débarrasser
les planches, that was the expression she used. I
heard further accusations, and among them the
plaintive voice of Marie begging of me not to be-
liecve what they said. The women caught each other
by the hair, and tore at each other’s faces, and Marie
raised herself up in bed and implored them to ceases
and then she fell back erying. For a moment it
seemed as if they were going to sit down to cards
aguin, but suddenly everybody snatched her own
money and then everybody snatched at the money
within her reach; and, calling each other thieves,
they struggled through the door, and I heard them
quarrelling all the way down the staircase. Bijou
Jumped from her chair and followed her mistress.

“ Help me to look,” Marie said; and looking I saw
her faint hands seeking through the bed-clothes,
Some jewellery was missing, a bracelet and some
pearls, as well as all her money. Marie fell back
among the pillows unable to speak, and every mo-
ment I dreaded a flow of blood. She began to cry,
and the little lace handkerchief was soon soaking.
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I had to find her another. The money that had been
taken had been paid her by a fournisseur in the Quar-
tier, who had given her two thousand francs for her
garniture de cheminée. A few francs were found
among the bed-clothes, and these few francs, she
said, were sufficient pour passer sa soirée, and she
begged me to go the dressmaker to inquire for the
gown that had been promised for ten o’clock.

“T shall be at the Elysée by eleven. Au revoir,
aw revoir! Let me rest a little now. I shall see you
to-night. You know where I always sit, in the left-
hand corner; they always keep those seats for me.”

Her eyes closed, I could see that she was already
asleep, and her calm and reasonable sleep reminded
me of her agitated and unreasonable life; and I
stood looking at her, at this poor butterfly who was
lying heré¢ all alone, robbed by her friends and asso-
ciates. But she slept contentedly, having found a
few francs that they had overlooked amid ‘the bed-
clothes, enough to enable her to pass her evening
at the Elysée! The prince might be written to; but
he, no doubt, was weary of her inability to lead a
respectable life, and knew, no doubt, that if he were
to send her money, it would go as his last gift had
gone. If she lived, Marie would one day be selling
fried potatoes on the streets. And this decadence—
was it her fault? Octave would say: “ Qu’est ce que
cela peut nous faire, une fille plus ou moins fichue
. . . sl je pouvais réussir un peu dans ce sacré
métier ! This was how he talked, but he thought
more profoundly in his painting; his picture of her
was something more than mere sarcasm.
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She was going to the Elysée to-night. Xt was just
six o’clock, so she wanted her dress by ten. I must
hasten away to the dressmaker at once; it might be
wiser not—she lay in bed peaceful and beautiful; at
the Elysée she would be drinking absinthe and smok~
ing cigarcttes until three in the morning. But I had
promised: she wouldn’t forgive me if I didn't, and
I went.

The dressmaker said that Madume Pellegrin would
have her dress by nine, and at half-past ten I was at
the Elysée waiting for her.

How many times did I walk round the gravel path,
wearying of the unnatural green of the chestnut
leaves and of the high kicking in the quadrilles? Now
and then there would be a rush of people, and then
the human tide would disperse aguain under the trees
among the zine chairs and tables, for the enjoyment
of bocks and cigars, I noticed that Marie's friends
spent their evening in the left-hand corner; but they
did not call me to drink with them, knowing well that I
knew the money they were spending was stolen money.

I left the place discontented and weary, glad in a
way that Maric had not come. No doubt the dress-
maker had disappointed her, or maybe she had felt
too ill.  There was no time to go to inquire in the
morning, for I was breakfusting with Octave, and
in the afternoon sitting to him.

We were in the middle of the sitting, he had just
sketched in my head, when we heard footsteps on
the stairs.

“Only some women,” he said; “ I've a mind not
to open the door.”
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“But do,” I said, feeling sure the women were
Marie’s friends bringing news of her. And it was
so. She had been found dead on her balcony dressed
in the gown that had just come home from the dress-
maker.

I hoped that Octave would not try to pass the
matter off with some ribald jest, and I was surprised
at his gravity. “ Even Octave,” I said, * refrains,
on ne blague pas la mort.”

“ But what was she doing on the balcony?” he
asked. ‘“ What I don’t understand is the balcony.”

We all stood looking at her picture, trying to read
the face.

T suppose she went out to look at the fireworks;
they begin about eleven.”

It was one of the women who had spoken, and her
remark seemed to explain the picture.



CHAPTER V
LA BUTTE

To-morrow I shall drive to breakfast, sceing Paris
continuously unfolding, prospect after prospect,
green swards, white buildings, villas engarlanded;
to-day X drive to breakfast through the white tor-
ridities of Rue Blanche. The back of the coachman
grows drowsicr, and would have rounded off into
sleep long ago had it not been for the great paving
stoncs that swing the vehicle from side to side, and
we have to climb the Rue Lepic, and the poor little
* fainting animal will never be able to draw me to the
Butte, So I dismiss my carriage, half out of pity,
half out of a wish to study the Rue Lepic, so typical
is it of the upper lower classes. In the Rue Blanche
there are portes-cochéres, but in Rue Lepic there are
narrow doors, partially grated, open on narrow pas-
sages at the end of which, squeezed between the wall
and the stairs, are small xrooms where concierges sit,
cternally en camisole, amid vegetables and sewing.
The wooden blinds are flung back on the faded yellow
walls, revealing a portion of white bed-curtain and
a heavy middle-aged woman, en camisole, passing
between the cooking stove, in which a rabbit in a tin
pail lics steeping, and the men sitting at their trades
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in the windows. The smell of leather follows me for
several steps ; a few doors farther a girl sits trimming
a bonnet, her mother beside her. The girl looks up,
pale with the exhausting heat. At the corner of the
next street there is the marchand de vins, and oppo-
site the dirty little charbonnier, and standing about
a little hole which he calls his boutique a group of
women in discoloured peignoirs and heavy carpet
slippers. They have baskets on their arms. Every-
where traces of meagre and humble life, but nowhere
do I sce the demented wretch common in our London
streets—the man with bare feet, the furtive and
frightened creature, gnawing a crust and drawing
a black, tattered shirt about his consumptive chest.

The asphalt is melting, the reverberation of the
stones intolerable, my feet ache and burn. At the
top of the street I enter a still poorer neighbourhood,
a still steeper street, but so narrow that the shadow
has already begun to draw out on the pavements.
At the top of the street is a stairway, and above the
stairway a grassy knoll, and above the knoll a wind-
mill lifts its black and motionless arms. ¥or the
mill is now a mute ornament, a sign for the Bal du
Moulin de la Galette.

As T ascend the street grows whiter, and at the
Butte it is empty of everything except the white rays
of noon. 'There are some dusty streets, and silhouet-
ting against the dim sky a dilapidated fagade of some
broken pillars. Some stand in the midst of ruined
gardens, circled by high walls crumbling and white,
and looking through a broken gateway I see a foun-
tain splashing, but nowhere the inhabitants that
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correspond to these houses—only a workwoman, a
guisette, o child crying in the dust. The Butte
Montmartre is full of suggestion; grand folk must
at some time have lived there, Could it be that this
place was once country? To-day it is full of roman-
tic idlencss and abandonment.

On my left an iron gateway, swinging on rusty
hinges, leads on to a large terrace, at the end of
which is a row of houses. It is in one of these houses
that my friend lives, and as I pull the bell I think
that the pleasure of seeing him is worth the ascent,
and my thoughts float back over the long time I have
known Paul. We have known cach other always,
since we began to write. But Paul is not at home,
The servant comes to the door with a baby in her
arms, another baby! and tells me that Monsicur et
Madame arc gone out for the day. No breakfast,
no smoke, no talk about literature, only a long walk
back—cabs are not found at these heights—a long
walk back through the roasting sun. And it is no
consolation to be told that I should have written and
warned them I wag coming,

But I must rest, and ask leave to do so, and the
servant brings me in some claret and a siphon. The
study is better to sit in than the front room, for in
the front room, although the shutters are closed, the
white rays pierce through the chinks, and lie like
sword-blades along the floor. The study is pleasant
and the wine refreshing., The house seems built on
the sheer hillside.  Fifty feet—more than that—a
hundred feet under me there are gardens, gardens
caught somehow in the hollow of the hill, and planted
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with trees, tall trees, for swings hang out of them,
otherwise I should not know they were tall. From
this window they look like shrubs, and beyond the
houses that surround these gardens Paris spreads out
over the plain, an endless tide of bricks and stone,
splashed with white when the sun shines on some rail-
way station or great boulevard: a dim reddish mass,
like a gigantic brickfield, and far away a line of hills,
and above the plain a sky as pale and faint as the
blue ash of a cigarette.

I can never look upon this city without strong
emotion; it has been all my life to me. I came here
in my youth, I relinquished myself to Paris, never
extending once my adventure beyond Bas Meudon,
Ville d’Avray, Fontainebleau—and Paris has made
me. How much of my mind do I owe to Paris?
And by thus acquiring a fatherland more ideal
than the one birth had arrogantly imposed, because
deliberately chosen, I have doubled my span of life.
Do I not exist in two countries? Have I not fur-
nished myself with two sets of thoughts and sen-
sations? Ah! the delicate delight of owning wn
pays ami—a country where yon may go when you
are weary to madness of the routine of life, sure
of finding there all the sensations of home, plus
those of irresponsible caprice. The pleasure of a
literature that is yours without being wholly your
own, a literature that is like an exquisite mistress,
in whom you find consolation for all the common-
places of life! The comparison is perfect, for al-
though I know these French folk better than all
else in the world, they must ever remain my pleas-
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ure, and not my work in life. It is strange that this
should be so, for in truth I know them strangely
well. I can see them living their lives from hour to
hour; I know what they would say on any given
occasion.

There is Paul. I understand nothing more com-
pletely than that man’s mind. I know its habitual
colour and every varying shade, and yet I may not
make him the hero of a novel when I lay the scene
in Montmartre, though I know it so well. I know
when he dresses, how long he takes to dress, and what
he wears. 1 know the breakfast he eats, and the
streets down which he passes—their shape, their
colour, their smell. I know exactly how life has
come to him, how it has affected him. The day I met
him in London! Paul in London! He was there to
meet une petite fermiére with whom he had become
infatuated when he went to Normandy to finish his
novel. Paul is fonciérement bon; he married her,
and this is their abode. There is the salle-a-manger,
furnished with a nice sideboard in oak, and six chairs
to mateh; on the left is their bedroom, and there is
the baby’s cot, a present from le gr(md le cher et
llustre maitre.

Paul and Mrs. Paul get up at twelve, and they
loiter over breakfast; some friends come in and
they loiter over les petits verres. About four Paul
begins to write his article, which he finishes or nearly
finishes before dinner. They loiter over dinner
until it is time for Paul to take his article to the
newspaper. He loiters in the printing office or the
café until his proof is ready, and when that is cor-
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rected he loiters in the many cafés of the Faubrarg
Montmartre, smoking interminable cigars, firding
his way back to the Butte between three and four
in the morning. Paul is fat and of an equable tem-
perament. He believes in naturalism all the day,
particularly after a breakfast over les petits verres.
He never said an unkind word to any one, and I am
sure never thought one. He used to be fond of
grisettes, but since he married he has thought of no
one but his wife. Il écrit des choses raides, but no
woman ever had a better husba®d. And now you
know him as well as I do. Here are his own books,
“ The End of Lucie Pellegrin,” the story that I have
just finished writing: I think I must explain how it
was that’I have come to rewrite one of Paul’s stories,
the best he ever wrote. I remember asking him why
he called her Lucie, and he was surprised to hear her
name was Marie; he never knew her, he had never
been to Alphonsine’s, and he had told the story as
he had picked it up from the women who turned into
the Rat Mort at midnight for a soupe & Poignon.
He said it was a pity he did not know me when he
was writing it, for I could have told him her story
more sympathetically than the women in the Rat
Mort, supplying him with many pretty details that
they had never noticed or had forgotten. It would
have been easy for me to have done this, for Marie
Pellegrin is enshrined in my memory like a miniature
in a case. I press a spring, and I see the beautifully
shaped little head, the pale olive face, the dark eyes,
and the blue-black hair. Marie Pellegrin is really
part of my own story, so why should I have any
e
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scruple about telling it? Merely because my friend
had written it from hearsay? Whereas I knew her;
I saw her on her death-bed. Chance made me her
natural historian. Now I think that every onc will
accept my excuses, and will acquit me of plagiarism.

I see the Rougon-Macquart series, cach volume
presented to him by the author, Goneourt, Huys-
mans, Duranty, Céard, Maupassant, Hennique, cte.;
in a word, the works of those with whom I grew up,
those who tied my first literary pinafore round my
neck. But here are * Les Moralités Légendaires
by Jules Laforgue, and “Les Uluminations ” by
Rambaud. Paul has not read these books ; they were
sent to him, I suppose, for review, and put away on
thebookease,alluncut ; their authors do not visit here.

And this sets me thinking that one knows very
little of any generation except one’s own. T'rue that
I know a little more of the symbolists than Paul. I
am the youngest of the naturalists, the eldest of the
symbolists. The naturalists affected the art of
painting, the symbolists the art of music; and since
the symbolists there has been no artistic manifesta-
tion—the game is played out. When Huysmans
and Paul and mysclf are dead, it will be as impossible
to write a naturalistic novel as to revive the mega-~
therium. Where is Hennique? When Monet is dead
it will be as impossible to paint an impressionistic
picture as to revive the ichthyosaurus. A little world
of ideas goes by cvery five-and-twenty years, and the
next that emerges will be incomprehensible to me, as
incomprehensible as Monet was to Corot. . . . Was
the young generation knocking at the door of the
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Opéra Comique last night? If the music was the
young generation, I am sorry for it. It was the sec-
ond time I had gone. I had been to hear the music,
and I left cxasperated after the third act. A
friend was with me and he left, but for different
reagons ; he suffered in his cars ; it was my intelligence
that suffered. Why did the flute play the chromatic
scale when the boy said, “ Il faut que ccla soit un
grand navire,” and why were all the cellos in motion
when the girl answered, “ Cela ou bien tout autre
chose? ” T suffered because of the divorce of the
orchestra and singers, uniting perhaps at the end of
the scene. It was speaking through music, no more,
monotonous as the Sahara, league after league, and I
lost amid sands. A chord is heard in “ Lohengrin ”
to sustain Elsa’s voice, and it performs its purpose;
a motive is heard to attract attention to a certain
part of the story, and it fills its purpose, when Or-
trud shricks out the motive of the secret, and in its
simplest form, at the church door, the method may
be criticised as crude, but the crudest melodrama is
better than this desert wandering. While I ponder
on the music of the younger generation, remember-
ing the perplexity it had caused me, I hear a vagrant
singing on the other side of the terrace:
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Moi, je m'en fous, Je reste dans mon trou

and I say: “I hear the truth in the mouth of the
vagrant minstrel, one who possibly has no trow
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wherein to lay his head.” Et moi aussi, je reste dans
mon trou, et mon trow est assex beaw pour que §i'y
reste, car mon trou est—Richard Wagmer. My
trou is the Ring—the Sacrosanct Ring. Again I
fall to musing. The intention of Liszt and Wagner
and Strauss was to write music. Ilowever long
Wotan might ponder on Mother Xarth the moment
comes when the violing begin to sing; anh! how the
spring uncloses in the orchestra, and the lovers fly
to the woods! . . .

The vagrant continued his wail, and forgetful of
Paul, forgetful of all things but the philosophy of
the minstrel of the Butte, I picked my way down the
tortuous streets repeating:
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Moi, je m'en fous, Je reste dans mon trou



CHAPTER VI
SPENT LOVES

I am going to sce dear and affectionate friends.
The train would take me to them, that droll little
chemin de fer de ceinture, and it scems a pity to miss
the Gare St. Lazare, its Sunday morning tumult of
Parisians starting with their mistresses and their
wives for a favourite suburb. I never run up these
wide stairways leading to the great wide galleries
full of bookstalls (charming yellow notes), and
pierced with little guichets painted round with blue,
without experiencing a sensation of happy lightness
—a, light-headedness that I associate with the month
of May in Paris. But the tramway that passes
through the Place de la Concorde goes as far as
Passy, and though I love the droll little chemin de
fer de ceinture I love this tramway better. It speeds
along the quays between the Secinc and the garden
of the Champs Elysées, through miles of chestnut
bloom, the roadway chequered with shadows of chest-
nut leaves ; the branches meet overhead, and in a faint
delirium of the senses I catch at a bloom, cherish it
for a moment, and cast it away. The plucky little
steamboats are making for the landing-places, stem-

. ming the current. I love this sprightly little river
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better than the melancholy Thames, along whose
banks saturnine immoralities flourish like bulrushes!
Behold the white architecture, the pillars, the balus-
traded steps, the domes in the blue air, the monu-
mented swards! Paris, like all pagan cities, is full
of statues. A little later we roll past gardens, gaicty
is in the air. . . . And then the streets of Passy
begin to appear, mean strects, like London streets.
I like them not; but the railway station is compensa-
tion; the little railway station like a house of cards
under toy trees, and the train steaming out into the
fanciful country. "The bright wood along which it
speeds is like the season’s millinery.,

It is pleasant to notice everything in Paris, the
flymen asleep on their box-seats, the little horses
dozing beneath the chestnut trees, the bloused work-
men leaning over & green-painted table in an arbour,
drinking wine at sixteen sous the litre, the villas of
Auteuil, rich woodwork, rich iron railings, and the
summer hush about villas engarlanded.  Auteuil is
so I'rench, its symbolism enchants me.  Auteuil is
like a flower, its petals opening out to the kiss of
the air, its roots fecling for way among the rich
earth. Ah, the land of Irance, its vineyards and
orchards, its carthly life! Thoughts come unbidden,
my thoughts sing together, and I hardly knowing
what they are singing. My thoughts are singing
like the sun ; do not ask me their meaning ; they mean
as much and as little as the sun that I am part of —
the sun of France that I shall enjoy for thirty days.
May takes me to dear and affectionate friends who
ewait me at Auteuil, and June takes me away from
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them. There is thevilla! And there amid the engar-
landing trees my friend, dressed in pale yellow, sits
in front of his cascl. IHow the sunlight plays
through the folinge, leaping through the rich,
long grass; and amid the rhododendrons in bloom
sits a little girl of four, his model, her frock
and cap impossibly white under the great, gaudy
greenery.

Year after year the same affectionate welcome, the
same spontancous welcome in this garden of rhodo-
dendrons and chestnut bloom. I would linger in the
garden, but I may not, for breakfast is ready et il ne
faut pas faire manquer la messe & Madame. La
messe/ How gentle the word is, much gentler than
our word, mass, and it shocks us hardly at all to see
an old lady going away in her carriage pour entendre
la messe. Religion purged of faith is a pleasant,
almost a pretty thing. Some fruits are better dried
than fresh; religion is such a one, and religion, when
pothing is left of it but the pleasant, familiar habit,
may be defended, for were it not for our habits life
would be unrecorded, it would be all on the flat, as
we would say if we were talking about a picture with-
out perspective. Our habits are our stories, and tell
whence we have come and how we came to be what
we are. 'This is quite a pretty reflection, but there
is no time to think the matter out—Nhere is the doe-
tor! He lifts his skull-cap, and how beautiful is the
gesture; his dignity is the dignity that only good-
ness gives ; and his goodness is a pure gift, existing
independent of formula, a thing in itself, like Manet’s
painting. It was Degas who said, “ A man whose
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profile no one ever saw,” and the aphorism reminds
us of the beautiful goodness that floats over his face,
a light from Paradise. But why from Paradise?
Paradise is an ugly ceclesiastical invention, and an-
gels are an ugly Hebrew invention. It is unpardon-
able to think of angels in Auteuil; an angel is a prig
compared to the dear doctor, and an angel has wings.
Well, so had this admirable chicken, a bird that was
grown for the use of the table, produced like a vege~
table. A dear bird that was never allowed to run
about and weary itself as our helpless English
chicken is; it lived to get fat without acquiring any
useless knowledge or desire of life; it became a capon
in tender ycars, and then a pipe was introduced into
its mouth and it was fed by machinery until it could
hardly walk, until it could only stagger to its bed,
and there it lay in happy digestion until the hour
came for it to be erammed again. So did it grow
up without knowledge or sensation or feeling of life,
moving gradually, peacefully towards its predestined
end—a delicious repast! What better end, what
greater glory than to be a fat chicken? The car-
cases of sheep that hang in butchers’ shops are be-
ginning to horrify the conscience of Europe. To
cut a sheep’s throat is an offensive act, but to elip
out a bird’s tongue with a long pair of scissors made
for the purpose is genteel. It is true that it beats its
wings for a few moments, but we must not allow our-
selves to be disturbed by a mere flutter of feathers.
Man is merciful, and saved it from life. It grew
like an asparagus! And talking of asparagus, here
are some from Argenteuil thick as umbrellas and so
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wines in England always seem to taste like ink, but
in France they taste of the sun. Melons arc better
in June-—that one comes, no doubt, from Algeria.
It is, however, the kind I like best, the rich, red melon
that one cats only in France; a thing of the moment,
unrememberable ; but the chicken will never be for-
gotten; twenty years hence I shall be talking of a
chicken, that in becoming a fat chicken acquired
twenty years of immortality—which of us will ac-
quire as many?

As we rise from table the doctor calls me into his
studio: for he would give me an excellent cigar be-
fore he bids me good-bye, and having lighted it I
follow my friend to the studio at the end of the
garden, to that airy drawing-room which he has fur-
nished in pale yellow and dark bluc. On the walls
are examples of the great modern masters—Manet
and Monet. That view of a plain by Monet—is it
not facile? It flows like o Japanese water-colour:
the low horizon cvaporating in the low light, the
spire of the town visible in the haze. And look at
the celchrated “ Legon de Danse ” by Degas—that
dancer descending the spiral staircase, only her legs
are visible, the staircase cutting the picture in twain.
On the right is the dancing class and the dancing
master ; something has gone wrong, and he holds out
his hands in entreaty; a group of dancers are seated
on chairs in the foreground, and their mothers are
covering their shoulders with shawls—good mothers
anxious for their daughters’ welfare, for their ad-
vancement in life.
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This picture betrays a mind curious, inquisitive
and mordant; and that plaid shawl is as unexpected
as an adjective of Flaubert’s. A portrait by Manct
hangs close by, large, permanent and mysterious us
nature. Degas is more intellectual, but how little is
intellect compared with a gift like Manet’s! Yester-
day I was in the Louvre, and when wearied with exam-
ination and debate-—I had gone there on a special
errand—I turned into the Salle Carrée for relaxa-
tion, and there wandered about, waiting to be at-
tracted. T.ong ago the Mona Liza was my adven-
ture, and I remember how Titian’s “ Entombment
enchanted me; another year I delighted in the smooth
impartiality of a Terbourg interior; hut this year
Rembrandt’s portrait of his wife held me at gaze.
The face tells of her woman’s life, her woman's weak-
ness, and she seems conscious of the burden of her
sex, and of the burden of her own specinl lot-—she
is Rembrandt’s wife, o servant, a satellite, a watcher,
The emotion that this picture awakens is an almost
physical emotion. It gets at you like musie, like a
sudden breath of perfume. When I approach, her
eyes fade into brown shadow, but when I withdraw
they begin telling her story.  The mouth is no more
than a little shadow, but what wistful tenderncss
there is in it! and the colour of the face is white,
faintly tinted with bitumen, and in the cheeks some
rose madder comes through the yellow. She wears
a fur jacket, but the fur was no trouble to Rem-
brandt; he did not strive for realism. It is fur, that
is sufficient. Grey pearls hang in her ears, there is
a brooch upon her breast, and a hand at the bottom
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of the picture passing out of the frame, and that
hand reminds one, as the chin does, of the old story
that God took a little clay and made man out of it.
That chin and that hand and arm are moulded with-
out display of knowledge, ns Nature moulds. The
picture scems as if it had been breathed upon the
canvas. Did not a great poet once say that God
breathed into Adam? and here it is even so.

The other pictures seen dry, insignificant; the
Mona Liza, celebrated in literature, hanging a few
feet away, scems factitious when compared with this
portrait; I have heard that tedious smile excused on
the ground that she is smiling at the nonsense she
hears talked about her; that hesitating smile which
held my youth in tether has come to seem but a gri-
mace; and the pale mountains no more mysterious
than a globe ox map seen from a little distance. The
Mona Liza is a sort of riddle, an acrostic, a poetical
decoction, a ballade, a rondel, a villanelle or ballade
with double burden, a sestina, that is what it is like, a
sestina or chant royal. The Mona Liza, being litera-
ture in intention rather than painting, has drawn
round her many poets. We must forgive her many
mediocre verses for the sake of one incomparable
prose passage. She has passed out of that myste-
rious misuse of oil paint, that arid glazing of terre
verte, and has come into her possession of eternal
life, into the immortality of Pater’s prose. Degas
is wilting alrcady; year after yecar he will wither,
until one day some great prose writer will arise and
transfer his spirit into its proper medium-—Iitera-
ture. The Mona Liza and the “Legon de Danse” are
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Intellectual pictures; they were painted with the
brains rather than with the temperaments ; and what
is any intelleet compared with a gift like Manet’s!
Leonardo made roads ; Degas makes witticisms. Yes-
terday I heard one that delighted me far more than
any road would, for I have given up bicycling. Some-
body was saying he did not like Daumier, and Degas
preserved silence for a long while. “If you were
to show Raphacl,” he said at last, *“a Daumier, he
would admire it, he would take off his hat; but if
you were to show him a Cabanel he would say with
a sigh ¢ That is my fault!’”

My reveric is broken by the piano; my friend
i8 playing, and it is pleasant to listen to music
in this airy studio. But there are women I must
see, women whom I see every time 1 go to Paris,
and too much time has been spent in the studio~—
I must go.

But where shall I go? My thoughts strike
through the little strects of Passy, measuring the
distance between Passy and the Arc de Triomphe.
For a moment I think that I might sit under the
trees and watch the people returning from the races.
Were she not dead I might stop at her little house
in the fortifications among the lilac trees. There
is her portrait by Manct on the wall, the very toque
she used to wear. How wonderful the touch is; the
beads—how well they are rendered! And while
thinking of the extraordinary handicraft I remember
his studio, and the tall fair woman like a tea-rose
coming into it: Mary Laurant! The daughter of a
peasant, and the mistress of all the great men—per-
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haps X should have said of all the distinguished men.
X used to call her toute la Lyre.

The last time I saw her we talked about Manet.
She said that every year she took the first lilac to
lay upon his grave. Is there one of her many lovers
who brings flowers to her grave? What was so re-
memberable about her was her pleasure in life, and
her desire to get all the pleasure, and her conscious-
ness of her desire to enjoy every moment of her life.
Evans, the great dentist, settled two thousand a year
upon her, and how angry he was one night on meet-
ing Manet on the staircase! In order to rid herself
of her lover she invited him to dinner, intending to
plead a sick headache after dinner. . . . She must
go and lic down. But as soon as her guest was gone
she took off the peignoir which hid her ball dress and
signed to Manet, who was waiting at the street
corner, with her handkerchief. But as they went
downstairs together whom should they meet but the
dentist qui a oublié ses carnets. And he was so disap-
pointed at meeting his beautiful but dececitful mis-
tress that he didn’t visit her again for three or four
days. Ilis anger mattered very little to Mary. Some
one clse scttled two thousand a ycar more upon her;
and having four thousand a year or thereabouts, she
dedicated hersclf to the love and conversation of
those who wrote books and music and painted pic-
tures.

We humans are more complicated than animals,
and we love through the imagination, at least
the imagination stimulates the scnses, acting as a
sort of adjuvant. The barmaid falls in love with
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No. 1 because he wipes a glass better than No. 2, and
Mary fell in love with Coppée on account of his
sonnet “ Le Lys,” and she grew indiﬁ’erent when he
wrote poems like “TLa Nourrice” “Le petit
épicier de Montrouge qui cassait le sucre avee mélan-
colie.”” And it was at this time when their love story
was at wane that I became a competitor. But one day
Madame Albazi came to Muanet’s studio, a splendid
creature in a carriage drawn by Russian horses from
the Steppes, so she said; but who can tell whether a
horse comes from the Steppes or from the horse-
dealers? Nor docs it matter when the lady is ex-
traordinarily attractive, when she inspires the
thought—a mistress for Attila! That is not exactly
how Manct saw her: but she looks like that in his
pastel. In it she holds a tortoiseshell fan widespread
across her bosom, and it was on one of the sticks of
the fan that he signed his name. A great painter
always knows where to sign his pictures, and he never
signs twice in the same place. The merit of these Rus-
sians is that they never leave one in doubt. She could
not sit that day, she was going to the Bois, and asked
me and a young man who happened to be in Manet’s
studio at the time to go there with her, and we went
there drawn by the Russian horses, the young man
and I wondering all the while which was going to be
the countess’s lover; we played hard for her; but
that day I was wiser than he; I let him talk and
recite poetry and jingle out all the aphorisms that
he had been collecting for years, feeling his witti-
cisms were in vain, for she was dark as a raven and
I was as gold as a sunflower. It was at the corner
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of the Rue Pontitre that we got rid of him. Some
days aftcrwards she sat to Maunct. The pastel now
hangs in the room of & friend of mine; I bought it
for him.

The picture of a woman one knows is necver so
agreeable a companion as the picture of a woman
one has never seen.  One’s memory and the painter’s
vision are in conflict, and I like to think better of
the long dclicate nose, and the sparkling eyes, and
a mouth like red fruit. The pastel once belonged
to me; it used to hang in my rooms; for with that
grace of mind which never left him, Manet said one
day, “I always promised you a picture,” and scarch-
ing among the pastels that lined the wall he turned
to me saying, ““ Now I think that this comes to you
by right.” When I left Paris hurriedly, and left
my things to be sold, the countess came to the sale
and bought her picture, and then she sold it years
afterwards to a picture-dealer, tempted by the price
that Manet’s pictures were fetching. Hearing that
1t was for sale,I bought it,as I have said,for a friend.
And now I have told the whole story, forgetting noth-
ing except that it was years afterwards, when I had
written “ Les Confessions d’'un jeune Anglais” in
the Revue Indépendante, that Mary Laurant asked
me—oh! she was very enterprising; she sent the
cditor of the Revue to me; an appointment was
made. She was wonderful in the garden. She said
the moment I arrived, “ Now, my dear , you
must go,” and we walked about, I listening to her
aphorisms. Mary was beautiful, but she liked one
to love her for her wit, to admire her wit ; and when
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X asked her why she did not leave Evans, the great
dentist, she said, “ That would be a base thing to do.
I content myself by deceiving him,” and then—-this
confidence scemed to have a particular significance
—% 1 am not a woman,” she said, * that is made love
to in a garden.” Her garden was & nook at the for-
tifications, hidden among lilac bushes. She wished
to show me her house, and we talked for a long time
in her boudoir. But I knew she was Mallarmé’s mis-
tress at the time, so nothing came of this caprice
littéraire.

My thoughts run upon women, and why not? On
what would you have them run? on copper mines?
Woman 18 the legitimate subject of all men’s
thoughts. We pretend to be interested in other
things. In the smoking-rooms I have listened to
men talking sbout hunting, and X have said to my-
self, “ Your interest is a pretence: of what woman
are you thinking?” We forget women for a little
while when we are thinking about art, but only for
a while. The legitimate occupation of man’s mind
is woman ; and listening to my friend who is playing
music—-music I do not care to hear, Brahms—] fall
to thinking which of the women I have known in
years past would interest me most to visit.

In the spring weather the walk from Passy to the
Champs Elysées would be pleasant and not too far;
I like to see the swards and the poplars and the villas,
the tall iron railings, and the flower vases hidden in
bouquets of trees. These things are Paris; the mind
of the country, that mind which comes out of a long
past, and which may be defined as a sort of ancestral

62



SPENT LOVES

beauty and energy is manifested everywhere in Paris;
and a more beautiful day for seeing the tall, white
houses and the villas and the trees and the swards
can hardly be imagined. I should be interested in all
these things, but my real interest would be in one
little hillside, a line of houses, eight or nine, close
by the Arc de Triomphe, the most ordinary in the
avenue. She liked the ordinary, and I have often
wondered what was the link of association? Was it
no more than her blonde hair drawn up from the
neck, her fragrant skin, or her perverse subtle senses?
It was something more, but you must not ask me to
explain further. I like to remember the rustle of a
flowered dress she wore as she moved, drifting like
a perfume, passing from her frivolous bedroom into
the drawing-room. A room without taste, stiff and
middle-class, notwithstanding the crowns placed over
the tall portraits. I see a picture of two children;
but she is the fairer, and in her pale eyes and thinly-
curved lips there is a mixture of yearning and rest-
lessness. As the child was, so is the woman, and
Georgette has lived to paper one entire wall of her
bedroom with trophies won in the battlefields of ar-
dently danced cotillons. The other child is of a
stricter nature, and even in the picture her slightly
darkened ringlets are less wanton than her sister’s.
Her eyes are more pensive, and any one could have
predicted children for one and cotillon favours for
the other.

We often sat on her bedroom balcony reading,
talking, or watching the sky growing pale beyond
Mount Valerian, the shadow drifting and defining
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and shaping the hill. In hours like the present,
dreaming in a studio, we remember those who de-
ceived us, those who made us suffer, and in these
hours faces, fragments of faces, rise out of a past,
the line of a bent neck, the whiteness of a hand, and
the eyes. X remember her eyes; one day in an or-
chard, in the lush and luxuriance of June, her hus-
band was walking in front with a friend, and I was
pleading. “ Well,” she said, raising her eyes, “ you
can kisgs me now.” But her husband was in front,
and he was a thick-set man, and there was a stream,
and I foresaw a struggle—and an unpleasant one:
confess and be done with it!—1I didn’t dare to kiss
her, and I don’t think she ever forgave me that lack
of courage. All this is twenty years ago, and is it
not silly to spend the afternoon thinking of such
rubbish? But it iz of such rubbish that our lives are
made. Shall I go to her now and see her in her deca-
dence? Grey hair has not begun to appear yet in
the blonde, it will never turn grey, but she was
shrivelling a little the last time I saw her. And next
year she will be older. At her age a year counts for
double, Others are more worthy of a visit. If I do
not go to her this year, shall I go next?

In imagination I go past her house, thinking of a
man she used to talk about, *“ the man she left her
‘ome for *’; that is how the London street girl would
word it. He had been the centre of a disgraceful
scandal in his old age, a rordid hut characteristic
end for the Don Juan of the nincteenth century.
Perhups she loved the big, bearded man whose photo-
graph she had once shown me.  He killed himself for
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not having cnough money to live as he wished to live.
That was her explanation. I think there was some
blackmail; she had to pay some money to the dead
man’s relations for letters.  These sensual American
women are like orchids, and who would hesitate be-
tween an orchid and & rose? It was twenty years
ago since she turned round on me in the gloom of
her brougham uncxpectedly, and it was as if some
sensual spirvit had come out of a world of perfume
and lace.

In imagination I have descended the Champs
Elysées, and have crossed the Place de la Concorde,
and the Seine is flowing past just as it flowed when
the workmen were building Notre Dame, just as it
will flow a thousand years hence. A thousand years
hence men will stand watching its current, thinking
of little blonde women, and the shudder they can
send through the flesh; they can, but not twenty
years afterwards. The Reverend Donne has it that
certain ghosts do not raise the hair but the flesh;
mine do no more than to set me thinking that rivers
were not created to bear ships to the sea, but to set
our memories flowing. Full many a time have I
crossed the Pont Neuf on my way to see another
woman—an American! The time comes when desire
wilts and dies, but the sexual interest never dies, and
we take pleasure in thinking in middle life of those
we enjoyed in youth. She, of whom I am thinking,
lives far away in the Latin Quarter, in an ill-paven
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strect. How it used to throw my carriage from side
to side! I have been there so often that I know all
the shops, and where the shops end, and there is a
whitewashed wall opposite her house; the street bends
there. The concierge is the same, a little thicker, a
little heavier ; she always used to have a haby in her
arms, now there are no more babies; her children, I
suppose, have grown up and have gone away. There
used to be a darkness at the foot of the stairs, and
T used to slip on those stairs, so great was my haste;
the very tinkle of the bell I remember, and the trepi-
dation with which I waited.

Her rooms looked as if they had never been sat in;
even the studio was formal, and the richly-bound
volumes on the tables looked as if they had never
been opened.  She only kept one servant, a little, red-
headed girl, and sceing this girl back aguin after an
absence of many years, I spoke to Lizzie of the old
days. Lizzie told me her servant’s story. She had
gone away to be married, and after ten years of mis-
fortune she had returned to her old mistress, this
demure, discreet and sly New Englander, who con-
cealed a fierce sensuality under a homely appearance.
Lizzie must have had many lovers, but I knew noth-
ing of her except her sensuality, for she had to let
me into that secret.

She was a religious woman, a devout Protestant,
and thinking of her my thoughts are carried across
the sea, and I am in the National Gallery looking at
Van Eyke’s picture, studying the grave sensuality
of the man’s face—he speaks with uplifted hand like
one in a pulpit, and the gesture and expression tell
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us as plainly as if we heard him that he is admonish-
ing his wife (he is given to admonition), informing
her that her condition—her new pregnancy—is an
act of the Divine Will.  She listens, but how curi-
ously! with a sort of partial comprchension afloat
upon her face, more of the guinea-pig than of the
rabbit type. "The twain are sharply differentiated,
and one of the objeets of the painter scems to have
been to show us how far one human being may be
removed from another.  The husband is painfully
clear to himself, the wife is happily unconscious of
herself. Now everything in the picture suggests or-
der ; the man’s face tells a mind the same from day to
day, from yecar to year, the same passions, the same
prayers ; his apparel, the wide-brimmed hat, the cloak
falling in long straight folds, the peaked shoon, are
an habitual part of him. We sce little of the room,
but every one remembers the chandelier hanging
from the ceiling reflected in the mirror opposite.
These reflections have lasted for three hundred years;
they are the same to-day as the day they were
painted, and so is the man; he lives again, he is a
type that Nature never wearies of reproducing, for
I suppose he is essential to life. This sober Flemish
interior expresses my mistress’s character almost as
well as her own apartment used to do. I always ex-
perienced a chill, a sense of formality, when the door
was opened, and while I stood waiting for her in the
prim drawing-room. Xivery chair was in its ap-
pointed place, large, gilt-edged, illustrated books
lay upon the tables. . . . There was not much light
in her rooms; heavy curtains clung about the win-~
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dows, and tapestries covered the walls. In the pas-
sage there were oak chests, and you can imagine,
reader, this woman waiting for me by an oak table,
a little ashamed of her thoughts, but unable to over-
come them. Once I heard her playing the piano, and
it struck me as an affectation. As I let my thoughts
run back things forgotten emerge; here comes one
of her gowns! a dark-green gown, the very same olive
green as the man’s cloak. She wore her hair short like
a boy’s, and though it ran all over her head in little
curls, it did not detract at all from the New England
type, the woman in whose speech Biblical phraseology
still lingers. Lizzie was a miraculous survival of the
Puritans who crossed the Atlantic in the Mayflower
and settled in New England. Paris had not changed
her. She wasle grave Puritan du tableaw. The reader
will notice that I write le grave Puritan, for of his
submissive, childlike wife there was nothing in Lizzie
except her sex. As her instinet was in conflict with
her ideals, her manner was studied, and she affected
a certain cheerfulness which she dared not allow to
subside. She never relinquished her soul, never fell
into confidence, 80 in a sense we always remained
strangers, for it is when lovers tell their illusions and
lonelinesses that they know each other, the fiercest
spasm tells us little, and it is forgotten, whercas the
moment when a woman sighs and breaks into a sim-
ple confidence is remembered years afterwards, and
brings her before us though she be underground or
n thousand miles away. These intimacies she had
not, but there was something true and real in her,
something which I cannot find words to express to-
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day; she was a clever woman, that was it, and that
is why I pay her the homage of an annual visit.
These courteous visits begon twenty years ago; they
arc not always pleasant, yet I cndure them. Our
conversation is often labourcd, there are awkward
and painful pauses, and during these pauses we sit
looking at cach other, thinking no doubt of the
changes that time has wrought. One of her chief
charms was her figure—one of the prettiest I have
ever scen—and she still retains a good deal of its
grace. But she shows her age in her hands; they
have thickened at the joints, and they were such
beautiful hands. Last year she spoke of herself as
an old woman, and the remark secemed to me disgrace-
ful and useless, for no man cares to hear a woman
whom he has loved call herself old; why call atten-
tion to one’s age, cspecially when one does not lock
it? and last year she looked astonishingly young for
fifty-five; that was her age, she said. She asked me
my age; the question was unpleasant, and before I
was aware of it X had told her a lie, and I hate those
who force me to tell lies. The interview grew pain-
ful, and to bring it to a close she asked me if I would
carc to sce her husband.

We found the old man alone in his studio, looking
at an cengraving under the light of the lamp, much
more like a picture than any of his paintings. She
asked him if he remembered me, and he got up mut-
tering something, and to help him I mentioned that
I had been one of his pupils. The dear old man said
of course he remembered, and that he would like to
show me his pictures, but Lizzie said—I suppose it
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was nervousness that made her say it, but it was a
strangely tactless remark— I don’t think, dear, that
Mzr. cares for your pictures.” Iowever cele-
brated one may be, it is always mortifying to hear
that some one, however humble the person may be,
does not care for one’s art. But I saved the situa-
tion, and I think my remarks were judicious and
witty. It is not always that one thinks of the right
words at the right moment, but it would be hard to
improve on the admonition that she did me 8 wrong,
that, like every one who liked art, I had changed my
opinion many times, but after many wanderings had
come back to the truth, and in order to deceive the
old man I spoke of Ingres. Ihad never failed in that
love, and how could I love Ingres without loving him?
The contrary was the truth, but the old man’s an-
swer was very sweet. Forgetful of his own high
position, he answered, *“ We may both like Ingres,
but it is not probable that we like the same Ingres.”
I said I did not know any Ingres I did not admire,
and asked him which he admired, and we had & pleas-
ant conversation about the Apotheosis of Homer, and
the pictures in the Musée de Montauban. Then the
old man said, “X must show Mr. my pic-
tures.” No doubt he had been thinking of them all
through the conversation about the Musée de Mont-
auban. I must show you my Virgin,” and he ex-
plained that the face of the Infant Jesus was not yet
finished.

It was wonderful to see this old man, who must
have been nearly eighty, taking the same intereat in
his pictures as he took fifty years ago. Some stupid
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reader will think, perchance, that it mattered that I
had once loved his wife. But how could such a thing
matter? "Think for a moment, dear reader, for all
readers are dear, even the stupidest, and you will
see that you are still entangled in conventions and
prejudices. Perhaps, dear reader, you think she and
I should have dropped on our knces and confessed.
Had we done so, he would have thought us two rude
people, and nothing more.

What will happen to her when he dies? Will she
return to Boston? Shall I cver sce her again? Last
year I vowed that I would not, and I think it would
please her as well if I stayed away. . . . And she
is right, for so long as I am not by her she is with
me. But in the same room, amid the familiar furni-
ture, we are divided by the insuperable past, and to
retain her I must send her away. The idea is an
amusing one; I think I have read it somewhere, it
secems to me like something I have read. Did I ever
read of a man who sent his mistress away so that his
possession might be more complete? Whether I did
or didn’t matters little, the idea is true to me to-day
—in order to possess her I must never see her again.
A pretty adventure it would be, nevertheless, to spend
o week paying visits to those whom I loved about that
time; and I can imagine a sort of Beau Brummel of
the emotions going every year to Paris to spend a
day with cach of his mistresses.

There were others about that time. There was
Madame The name is in itself beautiful.
characteristically French, and it takes me back to
the middle centuries, to the middle of France. I al-
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ways imagined that tall woman, who thought so
quickly and spoke so sincerely, dealing out her soul
rapidly, as one might cards, must have been born
near Tours. She was so French that she must have
come from the very heart of France; she was French
as the wine of France; as Balzac, who also came from
Tours; and her voice, and her thoughts, and her
words transported one; by her side one was really in
France; and, as her lover, one lived through every
circumstance of a French love story. 8he lived in
what is called in Paris an hotel; it had its own con-
cierge, and it was nice to hear the man say, * Oui,
monsicur, Madame Ja Marquise est chez elle,” to walk
across a courtyard and wait in a boudoir stretched
with blue silk, to ait under a Louis XVI. rock erystal
chandelier.  She said one day, “I'm afraid you're
thinking of me a great deal,” and she leaned her
hands on the back of the chair, making it casy for
me to take them. She said her hands had not done
any kitchen work for five hundred years, and at the
time that scemed a very witty thing to say. The
drawing-room opencd onto a conservatory twenty
feet high; it nearly filled the garden, and the mar-
quise used to receive her visitors there. I do not
remember who was the marquise’s lover when the last
féte was given, nor what play was acted; only that
the ordinary guests lingered over their light refresh-
menta, scenting the supper, and that to get rid of
them we had to bid the marquise ostentatiously good-
night. Creeping round by the back of the house, we
gained the bedrooms by the servants’ staircase, and
hid there until the ordinary guests in decency could
R
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delay no longer. As soon as the last one was gone
the stage was removed, and the supper tables were
lnid out. Shall X ever forget the moment when the
glass roof of the conservatory began to turn blue,
and the shrilling of awakening sparrows! Xow hag-
gard we all were, but we remained till eight in the
morning. That féte was paid for with the last rem-
nant of the poor marquise’s fortune. Afterwards
she was very poor, and Suzanne, her daughter, went
on the stage and discovered a certain talent for act-
ing which has been her fortune to this day. I will
go to the Vaudeville to-night to see her; we might
arrange to go together to see her mother’s grave.
To visit the grave, and to strew azaleas upon it,
would be a pretty piece of sentimental mockery. But
for my adventure there should be seven visits; Ma-
dame would make a fourth; I hear that she
18 losing her sight, and lives in a chateau about fifty
miles from Paris, a chateau built in the time of Louis
XIIX., with high-pitched roofs and many shutters,
and formal gardens with balustrades and fish-ponds,
yes ot des charmilles — charmilles — what is that in
English?—avenues of clipped limes. To walk in an
avenue of clipped limes with a woman who is nearly
blind, and talk to her of the past, would be indeed an
adventure far “beyond the range of formal man’s
emotion.”

Madame interrupted our love story. She
would be another—that would be five— and I shall
think of two more during dinner. But now I
must be moving on; the day has ended; Paris is
defining itself upon a straw-coloured sky. I must
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g0, the day is done; and hearing the last notes trickle
out—somebody has been playing the prelude to
“ Tristan *—1I say: “ Another pretty day passed, a
day of meditation on art and women—and what else
is there to meditate about? To-morrow will happily
be the same as to-day, and to-morrow I shall again
meditate on art and women, and the day after I shall
be occupied with what I once heard dear old M'Cor-
mac, Bishop of Galway, deseribe in his sermon as
¢ the degrading passion of “ loave,”’ ?



CHAPTIER VIX
NINON'S TABLE D' HOTE

Trr day dies in sultry languor. A warm night
breathes upon the town, and in the exhaustion of
light and hush of sound, life strikes sharply on the
car and brain.

It was early in the evening when I returned home,
and, sitting in the window, I read till surprised by
the dusk; and when my eyes could no longer follow
the printed page, holding the book between finger
and thumb, my face resting on the other hand, I
looked out on the garden, allowing my heart to fill
with dreams. The book that had interested me dealt
with the complex technique of the art of the Low
Countries—a book written by a painter. It has
awakened in me memories of all kinds, heartrending
struggles, youthful passion, bitter disappointments;
it has called into mind a multitude of thoughts and
things, and, wearied with admiring many pictures
and arguing with myself, I am now glad to exchange
my book for the gentle hallucinations of the twilight.

I sce a line of leafage drawn across the Thames,
but the line dips, revealing a slip of grey water with
no gleam upon it. Warchouses and a factory chim-
ney rise ghostly and grey, and so cold is that grey
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tint that it might be obtained with black and white;
hardly is the warmth of umber needed. Behind the
warehouses and the factory chimney the sky is murky
and motionless, but higher up it is creamy white, and
there is some cloud movement. Four lamps, two on
either side of the factory chimney, look across the
river; one constantly goes out-— always the same
lamp—and a moment after it springs into its place
again. Across my window a beautiful branch waves
like a feather fan. It is the only part of the picture
worked out in detail. I watch its soft and almost
imperceptible swaying, and am tempted to count the
leaves. Below it, and a little beyond it, between it
and the river, night gathers in the gardens; and
there, amid serious greens, passes the black stain of
a man’s coat, and, in a line with the coat, in the beau-
tifully swaying branch, a belated sparrow is hopping
from twig to twig, awakening his mates in search for
a satisfactory resting-place. In the sharp towers
of Temple Gardens the pigeons have gone to sleep.
I can see the cots under the conical caps of slate.
The gross, jaded, uncouth present has slipped
from me as a garment might, and I see the past like
a little show, struggles and heartbreakings of long
ago, and watch it with the same indifferent curiosity
as I would the regulated mimiery of a stage play.
Pictures from the past come and go without an effort
of will; many are habitual memories, but the one
before me rises for the first time—for fifteen years
it has lain submerged, and now like a water weed or
flower it rises — the Countess Ninon de Calvador’s
boudoir! Her boudoir or her drawing-room, be that
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gold hair that Manet used to like to paint. I had
come with a great bouquet for Ninon, for it was son
jour de féte, and was surprised and somewhat disap-
pointed to mect a large brunette with many creases
in her neck, a loose and unstayed bosom; one could
hardly imagine Ninon dressed otherwise than in a
peignoir—a, blue peignoir secmed inevitable. She
wasg sitting by a dark, broad-shouldered young man
when I came in; they were sitting close together;
he rose out of a corner and showed me an impres-
sionistic picture of a railway station. He was one
of the many young men who at that time thought
the substitution of dots of pink and yellow for the
grey and slate and square brushwork of Bastien
Lepage was the certain way to paint well. I learned
afterwards, during the course of the evening, that
he was looked at askance, for even in Montmartre it
was regarded as a dishonour to allow the lady with
whom you lived to pay for your dinner. Villiers de
L’Isle Adam, who had once béen Ninon’s lover, an-
swered the reproaches levelled against him for having
accepted too largely of her hospitality with, “ Que de
bruit pour quelques cételettes!” and his transgres-
sions were forgiven him for the sake of the mot which
seemed to summarise the moral endeavour and diffi-
cultics of the entire quarter. When Villiers was her
lover Villiers was middle-aged, and Ninon was a
young woman; but when I knew her she was inter-
ested in the young generation, yet she kept friends
(i
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with all her old lovers, never denying them her board.
How funny was the impressionist’s indignation
against Villiers! He charged him with baving squan-
dered a great part of Ninon’s fortune, but Villiers’s
answer to the young man was, “Ile talks like the
concierge in my story of ¢ Les Demoisclles de Bienfil-
latre.” »

Poor Villiers was not much to blame; it was
part of Ninon’s temperament to waste her money,
and the canvases round the room testified that she
spent a great deal on modern art. She certainly
had been a rich woman; rumour credited her with
spending fifty thousand francs a year, and in her
case rumour said no more than the truth, for it would
require that at least to live as she lived, keeping open
house to all the literature, music, painting, and
sculpture done in Montmartre. At first sight her
hospitality seems unreasonable, but when one thinks
one seey that it conforms to the rules of all hospital-
ity. There must be a principle of selection, and were
the ratés she entertained less amusing than the peo-
ple one meets in Grosvenor Square or the Champs
Elysées? Any friend could introduce another, that
is common practice, but at Ninon’s there was a re-
striction which I never met elsewhere——no friend
could bring another unless the newcomer was a raté
—in other words, unless he had written music or
verse, or painted or cearved, in a way that did not
appeal to the taste of the ordinary public; inability
to reach the taste of the general public was the erite
rion that obtained there,

The windows of Ninon’s boudoir opened upon the
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goarden, and on my cxpressing surprise at its size
and at the large trees that grew there, she gave me
permission to admire and investigate; and I walked
about the pond, interested in the numerous ducks,
in the cats, in the companies of macaws and cocka-
toos that climbed down from their perches and
strutted across the swards. I came upon a badger
and her brood, and at my approach they disappeared
inte an cnormous cxcavation, and bchind the sum-
mer-house I happened upon a bear aslecp and re-
treated hurriedly. But on going towards the house
I heard a well-known voice. “That is Augusta
Holmes singing her opera,” I said; “ she sings all
the different parts—soprano, contralto, tenor, and
bass.” At this time we were all talking about her,
and I stood by the window listening until suddenly
a well-known smell interrupted her. It was Ninon’s
cat that had misconducted herself. A window was
thrown open, but the ventilation did not prove suffi-
cient. Augusta and her admirers had to leave the
piano, and they came from the house glad to breathe
the cvening air. ¥ow dear to me are flowered gowns
and evening skies and women with scarfs about their
shoulders. Ah! what a beautiful cvening it was!
And how well do I remember the poet comparing the
darkening sky to a blue veil with the moon like a
gold beetle upon it. One of the women had brought
a guitar with her, and again Augusta’s voice
streamed up through the stillness, till, compelled by
the beauty of the singing, we drew nearer; as the
composer sang her songs attitudes grew more aban-
doned, and hands fell pensively. Among the half-
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seen faces I caught sight of a woman of exceeding
fairness; her hair bad only a faint tinge of gold in
it; and Ninon remembered that she was a cousin of
hers, one whom she had not seen for many years.
How Clare had discovered her in the Rue la Moine
she could not tell. It was whispered that she was
the wife of a rich commergant at Lours. This added
to the mystery, and Iater in the evening the lady
told me she had never been in artistic society before,
and begged me to point out to her the celebrities
present, and to tell her why they were celebrated.

“ Who is he—that one slouching towards the pond,
that one wearing grey trousers and a black jacket?
~—~oh!”

My companion’s exclamation was caused by a new
sight of Verlaine; at that moment he had lifted off
his hat (the evening was still warm), and the great
bald skull, hanging like a eliff over the shaggy oye-
brows, shaggy as furze bushes, frightened her. The
poct continued his walk round the pond, and, turn-
ing suddenly towards us, he stopped to speak to me.
I was but a pretext; he clearly wished to speak to
my companion. But how strangely did he suit his
conversation to her, yet how characteristic of his
genius were the words I heard as I turned away,
thinking to leave them together —~* If I were in love
with a young girl or with & young man?” My com-
panion ran forward quickly and seized my arm.
“You must not leave me with him,” she said. On
account of his genius Verlaine was a little slow to
sce things outside of himself--—all that waz within
him was clear, all without him obscure; so we had
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some difficulty in getting rid of him, and as soon
as he was out of hearing my companion inquired
cagerly who he was, and I was astonished at the per-
ception she showed. “Is he a priest? I mean, was
he cver a priest? ” “ A sort of cross betwcen a
thicves’ kitchen and a presbytery. He is the poet
Verlaine. The singer of the sweetest verses in the
Irench language—a sort of ambling song like a
robin’s,  You have heard the robin singing on a
coral hedge in autumn-tide; the robin confesses his
little soul from the topmost twig; his song is but a
tracery of his soul, and so is Verlaine’s. His gift
is a vision of his own soul, and he makes a tracery
as you might of a drawing with a lead pencil, never
troubling himself to inquire if what he traces is good
orill. He knows that society regards him as an out-
cast, but society’s point of view is not the only one,
that he knows too, and also, though he be a lecher,
a crapulous and bestial fellow at times, at other times
he is a poct, a visionary, the only poet that Cathol-
icism has produced since Dante. Huysmans, the
apologist of Gilles de Rais,—there he is over yonder,
talking to the impressionist painter, that small thin
man with hair growing thickly, low down on his fore-
head-—Xuysmans somewhere in his description of the
trial of the fifteenth-century monster, the prototype,
so it is said, of the nursery tale of Blue Beard, speaks
of the white soul of the Middle Ages; he must have
had Verlaine on his mind, for Verlaine has spoken of
himself as a medieval Catholic, that is to say a Cath-
olic in whom sinning and repentance alternates regu-
larly as night and day. Verlaine has not cut the
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throats of so many little boys as Gilles de Rais, but
Gilles de Rais always declared himself to be a good
Catholic. Verlaine abandons himself to the Church
as a child to a fairy tale; he does trouble to argue
whether the Conception of the Virgin was Immacu-
late; the medimval sculptors have represented her
attired very prettily in cloaks with long folds, they
have put graceful ecrowns upon her head, and Ver-
laine likes these things; they inspire him to write,
he feels that belief in the Chureh is part of himself,
and his poctical genius is to tell his own story; he
is one of the great soul-tellers. ¥rom a literary point
of view there is a good deal to be said in favour of
faith when it is not joined with practice; acceptation
of dogma shiclds one from controversy ; it allows Ver-
laine to concentrate himself entirely upon things; it
weans him away from ideas-—the curse of modern
literature—and makes him a sort of divine vagrant
living bis life in the tavern and in the hospital. It
is only those who have freed themsclves from all
prejudice that get close to life, who get the real
taste of life—the aroma as from a wine that has been
many years in bottle. And Verlaine is aware that
this is so. Sometimes he thinks he might have writ-
ten a little more poetry, and he sighs, but he quickly
recovers. ‘ After all, I have written a good many
volumes.” ¢ And what would art Le without life, with-
out love?” He has a verse on that subject; I wish
I could remember it for you. His verse is always
50 winsome, so delicate, slender as the birch tree,
eleginc like it; a birch bending over a lake's cdge
reminds me of Verlaine, He is a lake poct, but the
82
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lake is in a suburb not far from a casino. What
makes me speak about the lake is that fur a long
time I thought these verses,

Ton Ame est un lac d’amour
Dont mes pensées aont les cygnes.
Vois comme ils font le tour . . .

were Verlaine’s, but they are much less original;
their beauty, for they are beautiful, is conventional ;
numbers of poets might have written them, whereas
nobody but Verlaine could have written any of his,
really his own, poetry. His desires go sometimes
as high as the crucifix; very often they are in the
gutter, hardly poetry at all, having hardly any
beauty except that of truth, and of course the beauty
of a versification that haunts in his ear, for he hears
a song in French verse that no French poet has ever
heard before, and a song so fluent, ranging from the
ecstasy of the nightingale to the robin’s little homily.

Oui, c’était par un soir joyeux de cabaret,

Un de ces soirs plutdt trop chauds ol I'on dirait

Que le gaz du plafond conspire & notre perte

Avec le vin du zinc, saveur naive et verte.

On s’amusait beaucoup dans la boutique et on

Entendait des soupirs voisins d’accordéon

Que ponctuaieut des pieds frappant presque en cadence,

Quand la porte s’ouvrit de la salle de danse

Vomissant tout un flot dont toi, vers ol j’étais,

Et de ta voix fait que soudain je me tais,

$il te plait de me donner un ordre péremptoire.

Tu. t’écrias ‘ Dieu, qu’il fait chaud! Pairon, 3 boire! ’
9 83
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‘“ She was from Picardy; and he tells of her hor-
rible accent, and in clegy number five he continues
the confession, telling how his well beloved used to
get drunk.

Tu fis le saut de. . . . Seine et, depuis morte-vive,
Tu gardes le verlige ¢t le goQt du néant.”

“ But how can a man confess such things?” my
companion asked me, and we stood looking at each
other in the midst of the gardens until an ape, cat-
tling prettily, ran towards me and jumped into my
arms, and looking at the curious little wizened face,
the long arms covered with hair, I said:

“ Verlaine has an extraordinary power of expres-
sion, and to be ashamed of nothing ; buttobeashamed
is his genius, just as it was Manet’s. Xt is to his
shamelessness that we owe his most beautiful poems,
all written in garrets, in taverns, in hospitala—yes,
and in prison.”

“In prison! But he didn’t steal, did he? ” and
the commergant’s wife looked at me with a frightened
air, and I think her hand went towards her pocket.

“No, no; a mere love story, a dispute with Ram-~
baud in some haunt of viee, a kaife flashed, Rambaud
was stabbed, and Verlaine spent three years in
prison. As for Rambaud, it was said that he re-
pented and renounced love, entered # monastery, and
was digging the soil somewhere on the shores of the
Red Sea for the grace of God. But these hopes
proved illusory ; only Verlaine knows where he is, and
he will not tell. The last certain news we had of him
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was that he had joined a caravan of Arabs, and had
wandered somewhere into the desert with these wan-
derers, preferring savagery to civilisation. Ver-
laine preferred civilised savagery, and so he remained
in Paris ; and so he drags on, living in thicves® quar-
ters, getting drunk, writing beautiful poems in the
hospitals, coming out of hospitals and falling in love
with drabs.

Dans ces femmes d’ailleurs je n’ai pas trouvé 'ange
Qu'il clit fallu pour remplacer ce diable, toil
L’une, fille du Nord, native d’un. Crotoy,
Etait rousse, mal grasse et de prestance molle;
Elle ne m’adressa guére qu’une parole
Et ¢’était d’un petit cadeau qu'il s'agissait,
En revanche, dans son accent d’ail et de poivre,
Unre troisi®me, récemment chanteuse au Havre,
Affectait de dandinement des matelots
Et m’ . . . enguelait comme un gabier tancant les flots,
Mais portrait beau vraiment, sacrédie, quel dommage
La quatridme élait sage comme une image,
Chiltain clair, peu de gorge et priait Dieu parfois:
Le diantre soit de ses sacrés signes de croix!
Les seize aulres, autant du moins que ma mémoire
Surnage en ce vortex, contaient toutes I'histoire
Connue, un amant chie, puis des vieux, puis “I'flot”
"Tantdt bien, tanidt moins, le clair café falot
Les teragses ’6t6, 'hiver les brasseries
Et par degrés 'humble trotioir en théories
En attendant les bons messieurs compatissants
Capables d'un louis et pas trop repoussants
Quorum ego parva pars erim, me disais-je.
Mais toutes, comme la premidre du cortége,
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Dés avant In bougie éteinte et le rideau
Tiré, n’oubliaient pas le ** mon petit cadeau.”

“In the verses I have just quoted, you remember,
he says that the fourth was chaste as an image, her
hair was pale brown, she had scarcely any bosowm, and
prayed to God sometimes. Ile always hated picty
when it interfered with his pleasure, and in the next
verse he says, * The devil take those sacred signs of
the Cross!’”

“But do you know any of these women? ¥

“Qh, yes; we all know the terrible Sara. She
beats him.”

The commerpant’s wife asked if she were here,

“ He wanted to bring her here, in fact he did bring
her onee, only she was 80 drunk that she could not
get beyond the threshold, and Ninon's lover, the
painter you saw painting the steam engines, was
charged to explain to the pocet that Sara'’s intem-
perance rendered her  impossible in respectable
socicty. ‘I know Sara has her faults, he mur-
mured in reply to all argument, and it was impos-
sible to make him see that others did not sce Sars
with his eyes. ‘I know she has her faults, he re-
peated, ‘and so have others. We all have our
faults.) And it was a long time before he ecould
be induced to come back: hunger las brought
him.”

“And who is that hollow-chested man?  Ilow
pathetic he looks with his goat-like beard.”

“That is the celebrated Cabaner. He will tell
you, if you speak to him, that his father was a man
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like Napolcon, only more so. He is the author of
many aphorisms; ¢ that three military bands would
be necessary to give the impression of silence in
music’ 18 one. Ide comes every night to the Nou-
velle Athenes, and is a sort of rallying-point ; he will
tell you that his ballad of ‘The Salt Herring’
written in a way that perhaps Wagner would not,
but which Liszt certainly would understand.”

“Ts his music cver played? Does it sell? IXow
does he live? Not by his music, I supposc?

“ Yes, by his music, by playing waltzes and polkas
in the Avenue de la Motte Piquet. His earnings are
five francs a day, and for thirty-five francs a month
he has a room where many of the disinherited ones
of art, many of those you see here, sleep. His room
is furnished—ah, you should see it! If Cabaner
wants a chest of drawers he buys a fountain, and he
broke off the head of the Vénus de Milo, saying that
now she no longer reminded him of the people he met
in the strects; he could henceforth admire her with-
out being troubled by any sordid recollection. I
could talk to you for hours about his unselfishness,
his love of art, his strange music, and his strunger
poems, for his music accompanies his own verscs.’

“Is he too clever for the public, or not clever
enough?

“Now you’re asking me the question we’ve been
asking ourselves for the last ten years. . . . The
man fumbling at his shirt collar over yonder is the
celebrated Villiers de L’Isle Adam.”

And X remember how it pleased me to tell this
simple-minded woman all I knew about Villiers.
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i8 why he is a raté,” I said.

But the woman was not so simple as I had imag-
ined, and one or two questions she put to me led me
to tell her that Villiers’s genius only appeared in
streaks, like gold in quartz.

“The comparison is an old one, but there is no
better one to explain Villiers, for when he is not in-
gpired his writing is very like quartz.”

“ His great name——"

“ Idis name is part of his genius.  He chose it, and
it has influenced his writings. Iave I not heard him
say, ¢ Car je porte en moi les richesses stériles d*un
grand nombre de rois oubliés.””

“But is he a legitimate descendant? ”

“ Legitimate in the sense that he desired the name
more than any of those who ever bore it legiti-
mately.”

At that moment Villiers passed by me, and I intro-
duced him to her, and very soon he began to tell us
that his Eve had just been published, and the success
of it was great.

“On m’a dit hier de passer & la caisse . . . Pédi-
tion était épuisée, vous voyez—il parait, la fortune
est venue . . . méme & moi.”

But Villiers was often tircsomely talkative about
trifles, and as soon as 1 got the chance I asked him
if he were going to tell us one of hix atories, remind-
ing him of one I had heard he had been telling lately
in the brasseries about a man in quest of a quiet
village where he could get rest, a tired composer,
something of that kind. Had he written it? No,
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he had not written it yet, but now that he knew I
liked it he would get up earlier to-morrow. Some one
took him away from us, and I had to tell my com-
panion the story.

“ Better,” I said, “he should ncver write it, for
half of it exists in his voice, and in his gestures,
and cvery year he gets less and less of himsclf on
to the paper. One has to hear him tell his stories in
the café—how well he tells them! You must hear
him tell how a man, recovering from a long illness, is
advised by his doctor to seck rest in the country, and
how, sceing the name of a village on the map that
touches his imagination, he takes the train, feeling
convinced he will find there an Arcadian simplicity.
But the village he catches sight of from the carriage
window is a morose and lonely village, in the midst
of desolate plains. And worse than Nature are the
human beings he secs at the station; they lurk in
corners, they serutinisec his luggage, and grad-
ually he believes them all to be robbers and
assassing.

“ He would escape but he dare not, for he is being
followed, so turning on his pursuers he asks them
if they can direct him to a lodging. The point of
Villiers’s story is how a suspicion begins in the man’s
mind, how it grows like a cancer, and very soon the
villagers are convinced he is an anarchist, and that
his trunks are full of material for the manufacture
of bombs. .And this is why they dare not touch
them. So they follow him to the farmhouse whither
they have directed him, and tell their fears to the
farmer and his wife. Villiers can improvise the con-
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sultations in the kitchen; at midnight in the café,
but when morning comes he cannot write, his brain is
empty. You must come some night to the Nouvelle
Athenes to hear him; leaning across the table he will
tell the terror of the hinds and farmer, how they are
sure the house is going to be blown up. The sound
of their fect on the staircase inspires terror in the
wretched convalescent. He sits up in bed, listening,
great drops of sweat collected on his forchead. He
dare not get out of bed, but he must; and Villiers
can suggest the sound of feet on the creaking stairs
~yes, and the madness of the man piling furniture
against the door, and the agony of those outside
hearing the noise within. When they break into the
room they find & dead man; for terror has killed him.
You must come to the Nouvelle Athenes to hear Vil-
liers tell his story. YTlI meet you there to-morrow
night. . .«. Will you dine with me? The dinner
there is not really too bad; perbaps you'll be able to
bear with it.”

The commergant’s wife hesitated. She promised
to come, and she came; but she did not prove an
interesting mistress; why, I cannot remember, and
I am glad to put her out of my mind, for I want to
think of the strange poct whom we heard reciting
verses, under the aspen, in which one of the apes
had taken refuge. Through the dimness of the years
I can see his fair hair flonting about his shoulders,
his blue cyes and his thin nose. Didn’t somebody
once describe him as a sort of sensual Christ? e,
too, wan after the commergant’s wife. And didn't
he select her as the subject of his licentious verses—
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reassure yourself, reader, licentious merely from the
point of view of prosody.

“Ta nuque est de santal sur les vifs frissons d’or,
Mais c’cst une autre, que j'adore.”

The commergant’s wife, forgetful of me, charmed
by the poct, by the excitement of hearing herself
made a subject of a poem, drew ncarer. Strange,
is it not, that X should remember a few words here
and there?

“Il m’aime, il m’aime, pas et selon 'antique rit
Elle effleuret la Maguerite.”

"The women still sit, circlewise, as if enchanted, the
night inspires him, and he improvises trifle after
trifle. One remembers fragments. Some time after-
wards Cabaner was singing the song of “ The Salt
Herring.”

“He came along holding in his hands dirty, dirty, dirty,
A big nail pointed, pointed, pointed,
And a hammer heavy, heavy, heavy.
He placed the ladder high, high, high,
Against the wall white, white, white,
IHe went up the ladder high, high, high,
Placed the nail pointed, pointed, pointed
Against the wall—loc! toe! toc!
He ticd to the nail a string long, long, long,
And at the end of it o salt herring, dry, dry, dry,
And letting fall the hammer heavy, heavy, heavy,
He got down from the ladder high, high, high,
9
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And went away, awny, away.

Since then at the end of the string long, long, long,

A salt herring dry, dry, dry,

Has been swinging slowly, slowly, slowly.

Now I have composed this story simple, simple, simple
T'o make all serious men mad, mad, mad,

And to amuse children, little, little, little.”

This was the libretto on which Cabaner wrote
music “that Wagner would not understand, but
which Liszt certainly would.” Dear, dear Cabaner,
how well I can sce thee with thy goat-like beard, and
the ape in the tree interrupting thee; he was not like
Liszt, he chattered all night.  Poor ape, he broke his
chain carlier in the evening, and it was found impos-
sible to persuade him to come down., 'The brute
seemed somchow determined that we should not hear
Cabaner.  Soon after the cocks began answering
each other, though it was but midnight; and so loud
was their shrilling that I awoke, surprised to find
myself sitting at my window in King's Bench Walk.
A moment ago I was in Madame Ninon de Calvador’s
garden, and cvery whit as much as I am now in King's
Beneh Walk. Madame Ninon de Calvador—what
has become of her?

Is the rest of her story unknown? As I sit look-
ing into the darkness, & memory suddenly aprings
upon me. Villiers, who came in when dinner was half
over, brought & young man with him. Fumbhng at
his shirt collar, apologising for being late, assuring
us that he had dined, he introduced his friend to the
company as a young man of genius, of extraordi-
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nary genius. Don’t T remember Villiers’s nervous,
hysterical voice! Don’t I remember the journalist’s
voice when he asked Ninon’s lover if he sold his pic-
tures, creating at once o bad impression? By some
accident o plate was given to him, out of which one
of the cats had been fed.  The plate might have been
given to any one else: Villiers would not have minded,
and as for Cabaner, he never knew what he was eat-
ing; but it was given to the journalist. Now I re-
member the young man misconducted hiwself badly ;
he struck the table with his fist, and said, ¢ Et bien,
je casse tout.”  Yes, it was he who wrote the article
entitled “Ninon’s Table d*héte” in the Gl Blas, and
from it she learned for the first time how the world
viewed her hospitality, how misinterpreted were her
efforts to benefit the arts and the artists. Somebody
told me this story: who I cannot tell; it is all so long
ago. But it seoms to me that I remember hearing
that it was this article that killed her.

The passing of things is always a moving subject
for meditation, and it is strange how accident will
bring back a scene, explicit in every detail—a tree
taking shape upon the dawning sky, the hairy ugli-
ness of the ape in its branches, and along the grey
grass a waddling squad of the ducks betaking them-
selves to the pond, a poet talking to a commergant’s
wife, Madame de Calvador leaning on a lover’s arm.

Ylad X a palette I could match the blue of the
peignoir with the faint grey sky. I could make a
picture out of that dusky suburb. Had I a pen I
could write verses about these people of old time,
but the picture would be a shrivelled thing com-
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pared with the dream, and the verses would limp.
The moment X sought a pen the pleasure of the medi-
tation, which is still with me, which still endurces,
would vanish. Better to sit by my window and enjoy
what remains of the mood and the memory. The
mood has nearly passed, the desire of action is ap-
proaching. . . . I would give much for another
memory, but memory may not be beckoned, and my
mind is dark now, dark as that garden; the swaying,
fan-like bough by my window is ncarly one mass of
green; the last sparrow has fallen asleep. I hear
nothing. . . . I hear a horse trotting in the Strand.



CHAPTER VIII
THE LOVERS OF ORELAY

I sap come a thousand miles—rather more, nearly
fifteen hundred — in the hope of picking up the
thread of a love story that had got entangled some
years before and had been broken off abruptly. A
strange misadventure our love story had been; for
Doris had given a great deal of herself while deny-
ing me much, so much that at last, in despair, I fled
from a one-sided love affair; too one-sided to be
borne any longer, at least by me. And it was diffi-
cult to fly from her pretty, inveigling face, delight-
ful and winsome as the faces one finds on the panels
of the carly German masters. One may look for her
face and find it on an oak panel in the Frankfort Gal-
lery, painted in pale tints, the checks faintly touched
with carmine. Tn the background of these pictures
there are all sorts of curious things; very often a
gold bower with roses clambering up everywhere.
Who was that master who painted cunning virgins
in rose bowers? The master of Cologne, was it not?
I have forgotten. No matter. Doris’s hair was
darker than the hair of those virgins, a rich gold
hair, a mane of hair growing as luxuriously as the
meadows in June. And the golden note was contin-
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ued everywhere, in the cyebrows, in the pupils of the
cyes, in the freckles along her little nose so firmly
and beautifully modelled about the nostrils; never
wag there a more lovely or affectionate mouth, weak
and beautiful as a flower; and the long hands were
curved like lilics.

There is her portrait, dear reader, prettily and
truthfully and faithfully painted by me, the portrait
of a girl I left one afternoon in London more than
seventeen years ago, and whom I had lost sight of, I
feared for ever. Thought of her? Yes, I thought
of her occasionally. Time went by, and T wondered
if she were married. 'What her husband was like, and
why I never wrote. It were surely unkind not to
write. . . . Reader, you know those little regrets.
Perhaps life would be all on the flat without regret.
Regret is like a mountaintop from which we survey
our dead life, a mountaintop on which we pause and
ponder, and very often looking into the twilight we
48k ourselves whether it would be well to send a letter
or some token. Now we had agreed upon one which
should be used in case of an estrangement—a few
bars of Schumann’s melody, “ The Nut Bush,” should
be sent, and the one who received it should at once
hurry to the side of the other and all difference
should be healed. But this token was nevlr sent by
me, perhaps because I did not know how te scribble
the musical phrase: pride perhaps kept her from
sending it; in any case five years are a long while,
and rhe scemed to have died out of my life altogether;
but one day the sight of & woman who had known
her, brought her before my eyes, and I asked if Doris
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were married. The woman could not tell me; she had
not secen her for many years; they, too, were es-
tranged, and I went home saying to myself : ¢ Doris
must be married.  'What sort of o husband has she
chosen? Is she happy? Has she a baby? Oh,
shameful thought!?”

Do you remember, dear recader, how Balzac, when
he had come to the last page of “ Massimilla Doni,”
declares that he dare not tell you the end of this
adventure.  One word, he says, will suffice for the
worshippers of the ideal: * Massimilla Doni was
expecting.”  Then in a passage that is pleasanter
to think about than to read—for Balzac when he
spoke about art was something of a sciolist, and
I am not sure that the passage is altogether gram-
matical~he tells how the ideas of all the great
artists, painters, and sculptors—the ideas they have
wrought on panels and in stone—escaped from their
niches and their frames—all these disembodied maid-
ens gathered round Massimilla’s bed and wept. It
would be as disgraceful for Doris to be ¢ expecting ”
as it was for Massimilla Doni, and I like to think of
all the peris, the nymphs, the sylphs, the fairies of
ancient legend, all her kinsfolk gathering about her
bed, deploring her condition, regarding her as lost
to them—were such a thing to happen I should cer-
tainly kneel there in spirit with them. And feeling
Jjust as Balzac did about Massimilla Doni, that it was
a sacrilege that Doris should be “ cxpecting” or
even married, I wrote, omitting, however, to tell her
why I had suddenly resolved to break silence; I sent
her a little note, only a few words, that I was sorry
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not to have heard of her for so long a time; but
though we had been estranged she had not heen for-
gotten; a little commonplace note, relieved perhaps
by a touch of wistfulness, of regret.  And this note
was sent by a messenger duly instructed to ask for
an answer.  The news the messenger brought back
was somewhat disappointing.  The Indy was away,
but the letter would be forwarded to her.  * She is
not married,” T thought; “ were she married her
name would be sent to me. . . . Perhaps not.”
Other thoughts came into my mind, and 1 did not
think of her again for the next two days, not till a
long telegram was put into my hand. Doris! It
had come from her. It had come more than o thou-
sand miles, * regardless of expense” 1 suaid, * This
telegram must have cost her ten or twelve shillings
at the least.,”  She was delighted to hear from me;
she had been ill, but was better now, and the telegram
concluded with the usual * Am writing.”  The letter
that arrvived, two duoys afterwards, was like herself,
full of impulse and affection but it contained one
phrase which put black misgiving into my heart. In
her deseription of her illness and her health, which
was returning, and how she had come to be staying
in this far-away Southern town, she alluded to jts
dulness, saying that if T enme there virtue must be
its own reward.  “ Stupid of her to speak to me of
virtue,” [ muttered, * for she must know well enough
that it was her partial virtue that had separated us
and enused this long estrangement.”  And I sat pon-
dering, trying to discover if she applied the phrase
to herself or to the place where she was staying.
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How could it apply to the place? All places would
be a paradise if-—

At the close of a long December evening I wrote
a letter, the answer to which would decide whether I
should go to her, whether I should undertake the long
Journey. “The journey back will be detestable,”
I muttered, and taking up the pen again I wrote:
“Your letter contains a plrase which fills me with
dismay: you say, ¢ Virtue must be its own reward,’
and this would scem that you are determined to be
more aggressively Platonic than ever. Doris, this is
ill news indeed; you would not have me consider it
good news, would you? ”

Other letters followed, but I doubt if I knew more
of Doris’s intentions when I got into the train than
I did when I sat pondering by my fireside, trying to
discover her meaning when she wrote that vile phrase,
“Virtue must be its own reward.” But somehow I
seemed to have come to a decision, and that was the
main thing. We act obeying a law deep down in
our being, a law which in normal circumstances we
are not aware of. I asked mysclf as I drove to the
station, if it were possible that I was going to under-
take o journcy of more than a thousand miles in
quest--of what? Doris’s pretty face! It might be
pretty no longer; yet she could not have changed
much.  She had said she was sure that in ten
minutes we should be talking just as in old times.
Tven so, none but madmen travel a thousand miles
in search of a pretty face. And it was the madman
that is in us all that was propelling me, or was it the
primitive man who crouches in some jungle of our
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being? Of one thing I was sure, that I was no longer
a conventional citizen of the nineteenth century; I
had gone back two or three thousand years, for all
characteristic traits, everything whereby I knew my-
self, had disappeared! Yet I scemed to have met
myself somewhere, in some book or poem or opera.
« « + I could not remember at first, but after some
time I began to perceive a shadowy similarity be-
tween myself and-—dare I mention the namesf—-the
heroes of ancient legend—Menelaus or  Jason——
which? Both had gone a thousand miles on Beauty's
quest.  The colour of Helen’s hair isn’t mentioned in
either the “ Iliad ” or the * Odyssey.”  Jason’s quest
was a golden fleece, and so was mine.  And it was the
primitive hero that I had discovered in myself that
helped me to face the iden of the journey, for there
is nothing that wearies me so much as a long journcy
in the train.

When I was twenty I started with the intention of
long travel, but the train journey from Calais to
Paris wearicd me so much that I had rested in Paris
for ecight years, to return home then on account
of some financial cmbarrassments.  During those
cight years I thought often of Italy and the south
of France, but the train journcy of sixteen or seven-
teen or eighteen hours to the Italian frontier always
seemed 8o much like what purgntory must be, that
the heaven of Italy on the other side never tempt-
ed me sufficinetly to undertake it. A companion
would be of no use; one cannot talk for fifteen
or sixteen hours, and while debating with myself
whether I should go to Plessy, I often glanced down
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the long perspective of hours. Everything, pleas-
ure and pain alike, are greater in imagination than
in reality—there is always a reaction, and having
anticipated more than mortal weariness, I was sur-
prised to find that the first two hours in the train
passed very pleasantly. It scemed that Y had
only been in the train quite a little while when it
stopped, yet Laroche is more than an hour from
Paris, quite a countryside station, and it scems
strange that the Céte d’dzur should stop there.
That was the grand name of the train that I was
travelling by. Think of any English company run-
ning a train and calling it “ The Azure Shore !
Think of going to Euston or to Charing Cross, say-
ing you are going by “ The Azure Shore ”! So long
as the name of this train endures, it is impossible to
doubt that the French mind is more picturesque than
the English, and one no longer wonders why the
French school of painting, cte.

A fruit scller was crying his wares along the plat-
form, and just before we started from Laroche
breakfast was preparing on board the train; I
thought a basket of French grapes—the grapes that
grow in the open air, not the leathery hot-house
grapes filled with lumps of glue that we eat in
England——would pass the time. I got out and
bought a basket from him. On journeys like these
one has to resort to many various little expedients.
Alas! The grapes were decaying; only the bunch
on the top was eatable; nor was that one worth eat-
ing, and I began to think that the railway company’s
attention should be directed to the fraud, for in my
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case a deliberate fraud had been effected. The dircc-
tors of the railway would probably think that pas-
sengers should exercise some discrimination; it were
surely easy for the passenger to examine the quality
of a basket of grapes before purchasing — that
would be the company’s answer to my letter.  The
question of a letter to the newspaper did not arise,
for French papers are not like ours—they do not
print all the letters that are sent to them. The
French public has no means of ventilating its griev-
ances; a misfortune no doubt, but not such a mis-
fortune as it seems, when one reflects on how little
good a letter addressed to the publie press does in
the way of remedying abuses.

I don’t think we stopped again till we got to
Lyons, and all the way there I sat at the window
looking at the landscape—the long, long plain that
the French peasant cultivates unceasingly.  Out of
that long plain came all the money that was lost in
Panama, and all the money invested in Russinn bonds
~—five milliards came out of the French peasunts’
stockings. We passed through La Beauce, I be-
lieve it was there that Zola went to study the French
peasant before he wrote “ La Terre  Huysmans,
with that benevolent malice o characteristic of him,
used to say that Zola's investigation was limited to
going out once for a drive in a carriage with Madame
Zoln. The primitive man that had risen out of some
Jungle of my being did not view this lmmense and
highly cultivated plain sympathetically, It scemed
to him to differ little from the town, so utterly was
nature dominated by man and portioned out. On a
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stopping of the train. We were at Lyons. The tall
white-painted houses reminded me of Paris—ILyons,
as seen from the windows of La ('éte & dzur at the
end of a grey December day might be Paris.  The
climate scemed the same; the sky was as sloppy and
as grey. At Just the train stopped at a place from
which I could look down a side street, and 1 decided
that Lyons wore a more provincinl look than Paris,
and 1 thought of the great silk trade and the dull
minds of the merchants . . . their dinner parties,
cte. I noticed everything there was to notice in
order to pass the time; but there was so little of
intcrest that I wrote out a telegram and ran with it
to the office, for Doris did not know what train I
was coming by, and it is pleasant to be met at a sta-
tion, to mect one familiar face, not to find oneself
amid a crowd of strangers. Very necarly did I miss
the train; my foot was on the foothoard when the
guard blew his whistle, “ Just fancy if I had missed
the train,” I said, and scttling myself in my seat I
added, * now, let us study the landseape; such an
opportunity as this may never occur again.”

The long plain cultivated with tedious regularity
that we had been passing through before we came
to Lyons, flowed on field after field; it seemed as if
we should never reach the end of it, and looking on
those same ficlds, for they were the same, I said to
myself: “If T were an cconomist that plain would
interest me, but since T got Doris’s letter T am prim-
itive man, and he abhors the brown and the waving
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field, and ¢ the spirit in his feet’ leads him to some
grassy glen where he follows his flocks, listening to
the song of the wilding bee that sings as it lubours
amid the gorse. What a soulless: race that plain
must breed,” I thought; “ what soulless days are
lived there; peasants going forth at dusk to plough,
and turning home at dusk to cat, procreate and
sleep.” At last a river appeared flowing amid sparse
and stunted trecs and reeds, o great wide sluggish
river with low banks, flowing so slowly that it hardly
secmned to flow at all.  Rooks flew past, but they are
hardly wilding birds; a crow--yes, we saw one; and
I thought of a heron rising slowly out of one of the
reedy islands; maybe an otter or two survives the
persecution of the peasant, and I liked to think of
a poacher picking up a rabbit here and there; hares
must have almost disappeared, even the flock and the
shepherd.  France is not as picturesque a country
as England; only Normandy scems to have pastur-
age, there alone the shepherd survives ulong the banks
of the Seine. Picardy, though a swamp, never con-
veys an idea of the wild; and the middle of France,
which I looked at then for the first time, shocked
me, for primitive man, as I have said, wus upper-
most in me, and I turned away from the long plain,
“ Dreary,” I said, “ uneventful as a boarding-house.”

But it is a long plain that has no hill in it, and
when I looked out again a whole range showed so
picturesquely that I could not refrain, but turned
to a travelling companion to ask its name. It was
the Esterelles; and uever shall I forget the pictur-
esquencss of one moment ~— the jagged end of the
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Esterclles projecting  over the valley, showing
against what remained of the sunset, one or two
bars of dusky red, disappearing rapidly amid bheavy
clouds massing themselves as if for a storm, and soon
after night closed over the landscape.

“ Henceforth,” I said, * I shall have to look to my
own thoughts for amusement, and in my circam-
stances there was nothing reasonable for me to think
of but Doris. Some time before midnight I should
cateh sight of her on the platform. It seemed to me
wonderful that it should be so, and T must have been
dreaming, for the voice of the guard, erying out that
dinner was served awoke me with a start.

It is said to be the habit of my countrymen never
to get into conversation with strangers in' the train,
but I doubt if that be so. Everything depends on
the tact of him who first breaks silence; if his man-
ner inspires confidence in his fellow-traveller he will
receive such answers as will carry the conversation
on for a minute or two, and in that time both will
have come to a conclusion whether the conversation
should be continued or dropped. A plensant little
book might be written about train acquaintances.
If X were writing such a book I would tell of the
Americans I once met at Nurembery, and with whom
I travelled to Paris; it was such a pleasant journey.
I should bave liked to keep up their acquaintance,
but it is not the etiquette of the road to do so.
But I am writing no such book; I am writing the
auest of a golden fleece, and may allow myself no
further deflection in the narrative; I may tell, how-
ever, of the two very interesting people I met at
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dinner on board La Céte d’ dzur, though some readers
will doubt if it be any integral part of my story.
The woman was a typical French woman, pleasant
and agreeable, a woman of the upper middle classes,
so she seemed to me, but as I knew all her ideas the
moment I looked at her, conversation with her did
not flourish; or would it be more true to say that
her husband interested me more, being less faunilinr?
His accent told me he was French; but when he took
off his hat I could sce that be had come from the
tropics—Algeria I thought; not unlikely a soldier,
His talk was less stilted than a soldier’s, and I began
to notice that he did not look like a Frenchman, and
when he told me that he lived in an oasis in the desert,
and was on hiy way home, his Oriental appearance
I explained by his long residence among the Araba.
He had lived in the desert sinee he was fourteen.
“ Almost a Saharian,” I said to him. And during
dinner, and long after dinner we sat talking of the
difference between the Oriental races and the Luro-
pean; of the various Arab patois. He spoke the
Tuniscan patois and wrote the language of the
Koran, which is understood all over the Sahara and
the Soudan, as well as in Moecea., What interested
me, perhaps even more than the language question,
was the wilding's enterprise in attempting to culti-
vate the desert. TIle had alrcady enlurged his estate
by the discovery of two ancient Rowman wells, and he
had no doubt that all that part of the desert lying
between the three oases could be brought into eulti-
vation. In ancient times there were not three oases
but one; the wells had been destroyed, and hundreds
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of thousands of acres had been laid waste by the
Numidians in order, I think he told we, to save them-
selves from the Saracens who were following then.
1l spent cight months of cevery year in his oasis,
and begged of me, as soon as I had wearied of
Cannes, to take the boat from Marscilles —~X suppose
it was from Marscilles—and spend some time with
bim in the wild.

“ Visitors,” he said, *“ are rare. You'll be very
welcome,  The railway will take you within a hun-
dred miles; the last hundred miles will be accom-
plished on the back of a dromedary ; I shall send you
a fleet one and an cscort.”

“ Splendid,” T answered. X see myself arriving
sitting high up on the hump gathering dates — I
suppose there are date palms where you are? Yes?
~and wearing a turban and a bournous,”

“Would you like to sec my bournous?” he said,
and opening his valise he showed me a splendid one
which filled me with admiration, and only shame for-
bade me to ask him to allow me to try it on. Ideas
haunt one. When T was a little child I insisted on
wearing a turban and going out for a ride on the
pony, flourishing a Damaseus blade which my father
had brought home from the Bast. Nothing clse
would bave satisfied me; my father led the pony, and
I have always thought this fantasy exceedingly char-
acteristic; it must be so, for it awoke in me twenty
years afterwards; and fanciful and absurd as it may
appear, I certainly should have liked to have worn
my travelling companion’s bournous in the train if
only for a few minutes. All this is twelve years ago,
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and I have not yet gone to visit him in his oasis, but
how many times have I done so in my imagination,
seeing mysclf arriving on the back of a dromedary
crying out, ¢ Allah! Allah! And Mohammed is his
prophet!” But though onc can go on thinking
year after year about a bournous, one cannot talk
for more than two or three hours about one; and
though I looked forward to spending at lenst a
fortnight with my friends, and making excursions
in the desert, finding summer, as Fromentin says,
ches lui, I was glad to say good-bye to my friends
at Marseilles.

T was still quite far from the end of my journey,
and so weary of talk that at first I was doubtful
whether or not it would be worth while to engage
again in conversation, but a pleasant gentleman had
got into my carriage, and he required little encour-
agement to tell me his story. His beginnings were
very humble, but he was now a rich merchant. It
is always intercsting to hear how the office boy gets
his first chance; the first steps are the interesting
ones, and I should be able to tell his story here if we
had not been interrupted in the middle of it by his
little girl. She had wearied of her mother, who was
in the next carriage, and had come in to sit on her
father’s knee. Her hair hung about her shoulders
Jjust as Doris’s had done five years ago, taking
the date from the day that I journeyed in quest of
the golden fleece. 8he was a winsome child, with a
little fluttering smile about her lips and a curious
intelligence in her eyes. She admitted that she was
tired, bu? had not been ill, and her father told me
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that long train journcys produced the same cffect
on her as a sea journey. She spoke with a pretty
abruptness, and went away suddenly, I thought for
good, but she returned half an hour afterwards look-
ing a little faint, I thought, green about the mouth,
and smiling less frequently.  One cannot remember
everything, and I have forgotten at what station
these people got outs they bade me a kindly fare-
well, telling me that in about two hours and a half
I should be at Plessy, and that I should have to
change at the next station, and this lag end of my
journey dragged itself out very wearily.

Plessy is difficult to get at; one has to change, and
while waiting for the train I seemed to lose heart;
nothing seemed to matter, not even Doris. But these
are momentary capitulations of the intelleet and the
senses, and when I saw her pretty face on the plat-
form I congratulated myself again on my wisdoni
in having sent her the telegram. Ylow much pleas-
anter it was to walk with her to the hotel than to
walk there alone! “ She is,” I said to myself, ¢ still
the same pretty gicl whom T so bitterly reproached
for selfishness in Camberland Place five years ago.”
To compliment her on her looks, to tell her that she
did not look o day older, a little thinner, a little paler,
that was all, but the same enchanting Doris, was the
fucile Inspiration of the reburned lover,  And we
walked down the platform talking, my talk full of
gentle reproof—why had she waited up?  There was
a reason. . . . My hopes, till now buoyant as corks,
began to sink. * She is going to tell me that X can-
not come to her hotel. Why did I send that tele-
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gram from Lyons?” Had it not been for that
telegram I could have gone straight to her hotel. Tt
was just the telegram that had brought her to the
station, and she had come to tell me that it was in-
possible for me to stay at her hotel.

After thirty hours of travel it mattered little which
hotel I stayed at, but to-morrow and the next day, the
long week we were to spend together passed before
my eyes, the tedium of the afternoons, the irritation
and cmptiness of Platonicevenings—* Heavens ! what
have I let myself in for,” I thought, and my mind
went back over the long journey and the prospect
of returning bredouille, as the sportsmen say., But
to argue about details with a woman, to get angry,
is & thing that no one versed in the arts of love ever
docs, We are in the hands of women always; it is
they who decide, and our best plan is to accept the
different hotel without betraying disappointment, or
as little as possible. But we had not scen ench other
for so long that we could not part at once. Doris
said that I must come to her hotel and eat some
supper. No; I had dined on board the train, and
all she could persuade me to have was a cup of choco-
late. Over that cup of chocolate we talked for an
hour, and then I had to bid her good-night. The
moon looked down the street coldly; T erossed from
shadow to light, feeling very weary in all my body,
and there was a little melancholy in my heart, for
after all I might not win Doris, There wax aleep,
however, and sleep is at times a good thing, and
that night it must have ecome quickly, so great was
the refreshment I experienced in the morning when
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my eyes opened and, looking through mosquito cur-
tains (themselves symbols of the South), were de-
lighted by the play of the sunlight flickering along
the flower-papered wall. The impulse in me was to
Jump out of bed at once and to throw open les
croisées. And what did I see? Tall palm trees in
the garden, and above them a dim, alluring sky, and
beyond them a blue sea in almost the same tonc as
the sky. And what did I fecl? Soft perfumed airs
moving everywhere. And what was the image that
rose up in my mind? The sensuous gratification of
a vision of a woman bathing at the edge of a summer
wood, the intoxication of the odour of her breasts.
. - . Why should I think of a woman bathing at the
edge of a summer wood? Because the morning
seemed the very one that Venus should choose to rise
from the sea.

Forgive my sensuousness, dear reader; remember
it was the first time I breathed the soft Southern air,
the first time I saw orange trees; remember I am
a poet, a modern Jason in search of a golden fleece.
“ Xs this the garden of the Hesperides? > I asked my-
self, for nothing seemed more unreal than the golden
fruit hanging like balls of yellow worsted among dark
and sleck leaves; it reminded me of the fruit I used
to see when I was a child under glass shades in
lodging-houses, but I knew, nevertheless, that I was
looking upon orange trees, and that the golden fruit
growing amid the green leaves was the fruit I used
to pick from the barrows when I was a boy; the fruit
of which I ate so much in boyhood that I cannot eat
it any longer ; the fruit whose smell we associate with
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the pit of a theatre; the fruit that women never grow
weary of, high and low. It seemed to me a wonder-
ful thing that at last X should sce oranges growing
on trees ; I so happy, so singularly happy, that I am
nearly sure that happiness is, after all, no more than
a faculty for being surprised. Sinee I was a boy 1
never felt so surprised as I did that morning. The
walet de chambre brought in my bath, and while I
bathed and dressed I reflected on the luck of him
who in middle age can be astonished by a blue sky,
and still find the sunlight a bewitehment. But who
would not be bewitehed by the pretty sunlight that
finds its way into the gardens of Plessy? 1 knew I
was going to walk with Doris by a sea blue ns any
drop-curtain, and for a moment Doris scemed to be
but a figure on & drop-curtain. Am I very cynical?
But are we not all figures on drop-curtains, and is
not everything comie opera, and * La Belle Héldne ”
perhaps the only true reality? Amused by the idea
of Jason or Paris or Menelaus in Plessy, T asked
Doris what music was played by the local orchestra,
and she told me it played “ The March of Aida™
every cvening. “ Oh, the cornet,” I said, and I un-~
derstood that the mission of Plessy was to redeem
onc from the coil of one’s dnily existence, from
Hebrew literature and its concomitants, bishops,
vicars, and curates—all these, especially bishops, are
regarded as being serious: whercus French novels
and their concomitants, pretty girls, are supposed
to represent the trivial side of life. A girl becomes
serious only when she s engaged to be married; the
hiring of the house in which the family is reared is
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regarded as serious; in fact all prejudices are se-
rious; cvery deflection from the normal, from the
herd, is looked upon as trivial; and I suppose that
this is right: the world could not do without the herd
nor could the herd do without us—the cecentrics who
go to Plessy in quest of a golden fleece instead of
putting stoves in the parish churches (stoves and
organs arc always regarded as too devilishly serious
for words).

Once I had o long conversation with my arch-
bishop concerning the Book of Danicl, and were I
to write out his lordship’s erudition I might even be
deemed sufliciently aerious for a review in the Church
Gazette. DBut looking back on this interview and
judging it with all the impartiality of which my
nature is capable, I cannot in truth say that I re-
gard it as more serious than pretty Doris’s fluent
conversation, or the melancholy aspect of his lord-
ship’s cathedral as morc serious than the pretty
Southern sunlight glancing along the seashore,
lighting up the painted houses, and ecausing Doris
to open her parasol. What a ﬂplendid article I
might write on the trivial side of scriousness, but
discussion is always trivial; I shall be much more
serious in trying to recall the graceful movement of
the opening of her parasol, and how prettily it en-
framed her face. 'T'rue that almost every face is
pretty against the distended silk full of sunlight
and shadow, but Doris’s, I swear to you, was as
pretty as any medimval virgin despite its modern-
ness. Memlinc himself never designed a more ap-
pealing little face. Think of the enchantment of
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such a face after a long journey, by the sea that
the Romans and the Greeks used to cross in galleys,
that I used to read about when I was a boy. There
it was, and on the other side the shore on which
Carthage used to stand ; there it was, a blue bay with
long red hills reaching out, reminding me of hills
I had seen somewhere, I think in a battle piece by
Salvator Rosa. It seemed to me that I had seen
those hills before-—no, not in a picture; had I
dreamed them, or was there some remembrance of a
previous existence struggling in my brain? There
was a memory somewhere, a broken memory, and I
sought for the lost thread as well as I could, for
Doris rarely ceased talking.

“ And there is the restaurant,” she said, fling-
ing up her parasol, “built at the end of those
rocks.” -

We were the first swallows to arrive; the flocks
would not be here for about three weeks. So we had
the restaurant to ourselves, the waiter and doubt-
less the cook; and they gave us all their attention.
Would we have breakfast in the glass pavilion? How
" shall I otherwise describe it, for it seemed to be all
glass? The scent of the sea came through the win-
dow, and the air was like a cordial-—it intoxicated ;
and looking across the bay one seemed to be looking
on the very thing that Whistler had sought for in
his Nocturnes, and that Steer had nearly caught in
that picture of children paddling, that dim, opti-
mistic blue that allures and puts the world behind
one, the dream of the opium-eater, the phrase of the
syrens in “ Tannhiuser,” the phrase which begins
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neath until we thrill with expeetation.

As I looked across the bay, Doris scemed but a
little thing, almost insignificant, and the thought
came that I had not come for nothing cven if I did
not succeed in winning her.

“ Dovis, dear, forgive me if I am looking at this
bay instead of you, but I've never scen anything like
this before,” and feeling T was doing very poor jus-
tice to the emotions T was experiencing, I said: “Is
it not strange that all this is at once to me new and
old? I scem, as it were, to have come into my inheri-
tance,”

“Your inheritance! Am I not »?

“ Dearest, you are. Say that you are my inheri-
tance, my beautiful inheritance ; how many years have
I waited for it?” As I took her in my arms she
caught sight of the waiter, and turning from her
I looked across the bay, and my desire nearly
died in the infinite sweetness blowing across the
bay.

 Azure hills, not blue; hitherto I have only seen
blue.”

“They're blue to-day because there is a slight
mist, but they are in reality red.”

“ A red-hilled bay,” T said, “and all the slopes
flecked with the white sides of villas.”

“ Peeping through olive trees.”

“ Olive trees, of course. T have never yet geen the
olive; the olive begins at Avignon or thereabouts,
doesn't it? Tt was dark night when we passed
through Avignoen.”
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“Mhe ilex I know, and there is no more beautiful
tree than the ilex.

“Were not the crocuses that grew
Under that ilex tree,
As beautiful in scent and hue
As ever fed the bee?”

“'Whose verses are those?”

“ Shelley’s. I know no others. Arc the lines very
wonderful? They scem no more than a statement,
yet they hang about my memory. X am glad I shall
see the ilex tree”

“ And the cucalyptus — plenty of cucalyptus
trees.”

“That was the scent that followed us this morn-
ing as we came through the gardens.”

“Yes, as we passed from our hotel one hung over
the garden wall, and the wind earried its scent after
ua"’

The arrival of the waiter with hors d'euwvres dis-
tracted our attention from the olive tree to its fruit.
I rarely touch olives, but that morning I ate many.
Should we have mutton cutlets or lamb? Doris said
the Southern mutton was detestable. Then we'll
have lamb.” An idea eame into my head, and it wag
this, that I had been mistaken about Doris’s beauty.
Hers was not like any face that one may find in a
pancl by Memline. 8he was like something, but I
could not lay my thoughts on what she was like.

“ A sail would spoil the beauty of the bay,” X said
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when the waiter brought in the coffee, and left us—
we hoped for the last time.  Taking hands and going
to the window we sat looking across the sailless bay.
“Iow is it that no ships come here?  Is the bay
Jooked upon as & mere ornament and reserved exelu-
sively for the appreciation of visitors? Those hills,
too, look as if they had been designed in a like intent.

. ow much more beautiful the bay is without a
sail-—why I cannot tell, but—->"

“ But what?”

“ A great galley rowed by fifty men would look
well in this bay. . . . The bay is antiquity, and
those hills; all the morning while talking to you a
memory or a shadow of a memory has fretted in my
mind Like a fly on a pane. Now I know why I lLave
been expecting a nymph to rise out of those waves
during breakfast. For a thousand ycars men be-
lieved that nymphs came up on those rocks, and that
satyrs and their progeny might be met in the woods
and on the hillsides. Only a thin varnish has been
passed over these beliefs.  One has only to come here
to look down into that blue sea-water to believe that
nymphs swim about those rocks; and when we go for
a drive among thosc hillsides we’ll keep a sharp look~
out for satyrs. Now I know why I like this country.
It is heathen. Those mountains—how different from
the shambling Irish hills from whenee I have come!
And you, Doris, you might have been dug up yes~
terday, though you are but two-and-twenty. You
are a thing of yester age, not a bit like the little
Memline head which I imagined you to be like when I
was coming here in the train, nor like anything done
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by the Nurcmberg painters. You are a Tanagra
figure, and one of the finest. In you I read all the
winsomencss of antiquity. But I must look at the
bay now, for I may never sce anything like it again;
never have I seen anything like it before. Forgive
me, remember that three days ago I was in Ireland,
the day before yesterday I was in England, yester-
day I was in Paris. I have come out of the greyness
of the North. When I left Paris all was grey, and
when the train passed through Lyons a grey night
was gathering; now I see no cloud at all: the change
is so wonderful. You cannot appreciate my admira-
tion. You have been looking at the bay for the last
three weceks, and La cdte d’azur has become nothing
to you now but palms and promenades. "To me it is
still quite different. T shall always see you beautiful,
whereas Plessy may lose her beauty in a few days.
Let me enjoy it while I may.”

“Perhaps I shall not outlast Plessy.”

“Yes, you will. Do you know, Doris, that you
don’t look a day older since the first time I saw you
walking across the room to the piano in your white
dress, your gold hair hanging down over your shoul-
ders. It has darkened a little, that is all.”

“It is provoking you should see me when I am
thin. I wish you had scen me last year when I came
from the rest cure. I went up more than a stone in
weight. Every one said that I didn’t look more than
sixteen. I know I didn’t, for all the women were
Jealous of me.”

As I sat watching the dissolving line of the hori-
zon, lost in a dream, I heard my companion say :
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“Of what are you thinking? ”

“Xm thinking of somcthing that happened long
ago in that very bay.”

“Tell me about it ””; and her hand sought mine
for a moment.

“Would you like to hear it? I'd like to tell it,
but it’s a long, long story, and to remember it would
be an cffort. The colour of the sea and the sky is
enough ; the warmth of the sunlight penctrates me;
I feel ike a plant; the only difference between me
and one of those palm trecs ?

“I am sure those poor palms are shivering.
There is not cnough heat here for them; they
come from the south, and you come from the
north.”

“ I suppose that is so. They grow, but they don’t
flourish here. However, my mood is not philan-
thropic; I cannot pity even a palm tree at the present
moment. See how my cigar smoke curls and goes
out! It is strange, Doris, that I should mect you
here, for some ycars ago it was arranged that I
should come here——?"

“With a woman?”

“Yes, of course. How can it be otherwise? Our
lives arc woven along and across with women. Some
men find the reality of their lives in women, others,
a8 we were saying just now, in bishops.”

“Tell me about the woman who asked you to come
here? Did you love her? And what prevented you
from coming here with her? ”

“It is onc of the oddest storiecs—odd only because
it is like mysclf. Every character creates it own
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storics ; we are like spools, and each spool fills itsclf
up with a different-coloured thread.  The story, such
as it is, began once evening in Victoria Street at the
end of a long day’s work. A letter began it.  She
wrote asking me to dine with her, and her Ietter was
most weleome, for X had no plans for that cvening.
I do not know if you know that curious dread of life
which steals through the twilights it had just laid
its finger on my shoulder when the bell rang, and
I said: ¢ My wvisitor is weleome, whoever she or he
may be” The visitor would have only spent s fow
minutes perhaps with me, but Gertrude’s letter —
that was her name-—was a promise of n long and
pleasant evening, for it was more than a mere invita-
tion to dinner. She wrote: ‘I have not asked any
one to meet you, but you will not mind diniung alone
with me. I hope you will he able to come, for I want
to consult you on a matter about which I think you
will be able to advise me.” As I dressed I wondersd
what she could have to propose, and with my ecuri-
osity enkindled I walked to her house,  The evening
was fine—I remember it—and she did not live far
from me; we were neighbours.  You see I knew CGer-
trude pretty well, and I liked her.  There had been
some love passages between us, but T had never heen
her Jover ; our story had got entangled, and as I went
to her X hoped that this vexatious knot was to be
picked at last. To be Gertrude's lover would be a
pleasure indecd, for though a woman of forty, a
natural desire to please, a witty mind, and pretty
ranners still kept her young ; she had all the appear-
ance of youth; and French gowns and underwear
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that cost a little fortune made her a woman that
one would still take a pleasure in making love to. It
would be pleasant to be her lover for many reasons.
There were disadvantages, however, for Gertrude,
though never vulgar herself, liked vulgar things.
Her friends were vulgar; her flat, for she had just
left her husband, was opulent, overdecorated; the
windows were too heavily curtained, the electric light
seemed to be always turned on, and as for the pic-
tures—well, we won’t talk of them; Gertrude was
the only one worth looking at. And she was rather
like a Salon picture, a Gervex, a Boldeni—I will not
be unjust to Gertrude, she was not as vulgar as a
Boldeni. She had a pretty cooing manner, and her
white dress fell gracefully from her slender flanks.
You can see her, can’t you, coming forward to meet
me, rustling a little, breathing an odour of orris
root, taking my hand and very nearly pressing
it against her bosom? Gertrude knew how to sug-
gest, and no sooner had the thought that she wished
to inspire passed through my mind than she let go
my hand, saying: ¢ Come, sit down by me, tell me
what you have been doing ’; and her charm was that
it was impossible to say whether what I have de-
scribed, dress, manner, and voice, was unzonsclous
or intentional.” '

“ Probably a little of both,” Doris said.

“ I see you understand. You always understand.”

“ And to make amends for the familiarity of press-
ing your hand to her bosom she would say: ‘I
hope you will not mind dining alone with me,” and
immediately you would propound a little theory that
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two is company and three is a county council, unless
indeed the three consist of two men and one woman.
A woman is never really happy unless she is talking
to two men, woman being at heart a polyandrist.”

“ Doris, you know me so well that you can invent
my conversations.”

“Yes, I think I can. You have not changed; I
have not forgotten you though we have not seen cach
other for five years; and now go on, tell me about
Gertrude.”

“ Well, sitting beside her on the sofa "

“Under the shaded clectric Light,” interrupted
Doris.

“X tried to discover——not the reason of this invi-
tation to dinner; of course it was natural that old
friends should dine together, but she had said in her
letter that she wished to talk to me about some matter
on which she thought I could advise her. The ser-
vant would come in a moment to announce that
dinner was ready, and if Gertrude did not tell me at
once I might, if the story were a long one, have to
wait till dinner was over; her reluctance to confide
in me seemed to point to pecuniary help, Was it
possible that Gertrude was going to ask me to lend
her meney! If so, the loan would be a heavy one,
more than I could afford to lend. ‘That is the advan-
tage of knowing rich people; when they ask for
moncy they ask for more than one can afford to lend,
and one can say with truth:* Were I to lend you five
hundred pounds, I should not be able to make ends
meet at the end of the year.! Her reluctance to con-
fide in me seemed incomprehensible, unless indeed she
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wanted to borrow moncy. But Gertrude was not
that kind, and she was a rich woman. At last, just
before the servant came into the room, she turned
round saying that she had sent for me because she
wished to speak to me about a yacht. Imagine my
surprise. Lo speak to me about a yacht! If it had
been about the picture.

“The door opened, the servant announced that
dinner was ready, and we had to talk in X'rench during
dinner, for her news was that she had hired a yacht
for the winter in order that she might visit Greece
ond the Greck Islands. But she did not dare to
travel in Greece alone for six months, and it was
difficult to find a man who was free and whom one
could trust. She thought she could trust me, and
remembering that X had once liked her, it had oc-
curred to her to ask me if I would like to go with
her. I shall never forget how Gertrude confided her
plan to me, the charming modesty with which she
murmured: ‘ Perhaps you do still, and you will not
bore me by claiming rights over me. X don’t mind
your making love to me, but I don’t like rights. You
know what I mean. When we return to ¥ngland you
will not pursuc me. You know what I have suffered
from such pursuits; you know all about it?” Is it
not curious how a woman will sometimes paint her
portrait in a single phrase; not paint, but indicate
in half-a-dozen lines her whole moral nature? Ger-
trude exists in the words I have quoted just as God
made her. And now I have to tell you about the
pursuit, When Gertrude mentioned it I had for-
gotten it; a blankness came into my face, and she
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said: ‘Don’t you remember?*® “Of course, of
course,” I said, and this is the story within the story.

“QOne day after lunch Gertrude, getting up,
walked unconsciously towards me, and quite nutur-
ally I took her in my arms, and when I had told her
how much I liked her, and the pleasure I took in her
company, she promised to meet me at a hotel in Lin-
coln. We were to meet there in a fortnight’s time;
but two days before she sent for me, and told me
that she would have to send me awny. I really did
like Gertrude, and I was quite overcome, and a long
hour was spent begging of her to tell why she had
come to this determination. One of course says
unjust things, one accuses a woman of cruelty; what
could be the meaning of it? Did ghe like to play
with & man as a cat plays with a mouse? But Ger-
trude, though she seemed distressed at my accusa-
tions, refused to give me any explanation of her
conduct ; tears came into her eyes—they seemed like
genuine tears—and it was difficult te believe that she
had taken all this trouble mercly to arrive at this
inexplicable and most disagreeable end. Months
passed without my hearing anything of Gertrude,
till one day she sent me a little present, and in
response to a letter she invited me to come to see
her in the country. And, walking through some
beautiful woods, she told me the reason why she had
not gone to Lincoln. A Pole whom she had met at
the gambling tables at Monte Carlo was pursuing
her, threatening her that if he saw her with any other
man he would murder her and her lover. This nt
first seemed an incredible tale, but when she entered
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very nearly lost her life through this man? They
were in Germany together, she and the Pole, and he
bad locked her up in her room without food for
many hours, and coming in suddenly he had pressed
the muzzle of a pistol against her temple and pulled
the trigger. Fortunately, it did not go off. € It was
a very near thing,” she said; ¢ the cartridge was in-
dented, and I made up my mind that if things went
any further, I should have to tell my husband.” ¢ But
things can’t go further than an indented cartridge,’
I answered. < What you tell me is terrible’; and we
talked for a long time, walking about the woods,
fearing that the Pole might spring from behind
every bush, the pistol in his hand. But he did not
appear; she evidently knew where he was, or had
made some compact with him. Nevertheless, at the
close of the day, I drove through the summer even-
ing not having got anything from Gertrude except
a promise that if she should find herself free, she
would send for me. Weceks and months went by
during which I saw Gertrude occasionally; you see
love stories, once they get entangled, remain entan-
gled; that is what makes me fear that we shall never
be able to pick the knot that you have tied our love
story into. Misadventure followed misadventure. It
scems to me that I behaved very stupidly on many oc-
casions; it would take too long to tell you how-—when
I met her at the theatre I did not do exactly what
I should have done; and on another occasion when I
met her driving in a suburb, I did not stop her
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cab, and so on and so on until, resolved to bring
matters to a crisis, Gertrude had sent me an invita-
tion to dinner, and her plan was the charming one
which I have told you, that we should spend six
months sailing about the Greek Islands in a yacht.
We left the dining-room and returned to the draw-
ing-room, she telling me that the yacht had been
paid for—the schooner, the captain, the crew, every-
thing for six months; but I not unnaturally pointed
out to her that I could not accept her hospitality
for so long a time, and the greater part of the even-
ing was spent in trying to persuade her to allow me
to pay—Gertrude was the richer—at least a third
of the upkeep of the yacht must come out of my
pocket.

The prospect of a six months’ cruise among the
Greek Islands kindled my imagination, and while lis-
tening to Gertrude I was often in spirit far away,
landing perchance at Cyprus, exalted at the prospect
of visiting the Cyprians’ temple ; or perchance stand-
ing with Gertrude on the deck of the yacht watching
the stars growing dim in the east; the sailors would
be singing at the time, and out of the ashen stillness
o wind would come, and again we would hear the
ripple of the water parting as the jib filled and drew
the schooner eastward. X imagined how half an hour
later an island would appear against the golden sky,
a lofty island lined with white buildings, perchance
ancient fanes. ‘What a delicious book my six
months with Gertrude will be!’ I said as I walked
home, and the title of the book was an inspiration,
¢ An Unsentimental Journey”’ It was Gertrude’s
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own words that had suggested it. Had she not said
that she did not mind my making love to lher, but
she did not like rights? She couldn’® complain if
I wrote a book, and I imagined how cvery evening
when the lover left her, the chronicler would sit for
an hour recording his impressions. Very often he
would continue writing until the pencil dropped
from his hand, till he fell asleep in the chair. An
immediate note-taking would be necessary, so fugi-
tive arc impressions, and an analysis of his feelings,
their waxing and their waning; he would observe
himself as an astronomer obscrves the course of a
somewhat erratic star, and his deseriptions of him-
self and of her would be interwoven with deserip-
tions of the seas across which Menclaus had gone
after Helen’s beauty—Dbeauty, the noblest of men’s
quests.

“J¥or once Nature scemed to me to put inte the
hands of the artist a subject perfect in its every
part; the end especially delighted me, and I imagined
our good-hyes at Plymouth or Portsmouth or Hull,
wherever we might land. ¢ Well, Gertrude, good-
bye. We have spent a very pleasant six months
together; I shall never forget our excursion. But
this is not a rupture; I may hope to see you some
time during the season? You will allow me to call
about tea-time?’ And she would answer: ¢ Yes, you
may call. You have been very nice” liach would
turn away sighing, conscious of a little melancholy
in the heart, for all partings are sad; but at the
bottom of the heart there would be a sense of relief,
of gladness—that gladness which the bird feels when
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it leaves its roost: there is nothing more deliciouns
perhaps than the first beat of the wings. [ forget
now whether I looked forward most to the lady or
to the book. . . . If the winds had been more pro-
pitious, I might have written a book that would have
compared favourably with the ecighteenth-century
literature, for the cighteenth century was cynical
in love; while making love to a woman, a gallant
would often consider a plan for her subsequent
humiliation. Gouncourt ”

“ But, dear one, finish about the yacht.”

“Well, it scemed quite decided that Gertrude and
I were to go to Marseilles to meet the schooner; but
the voyage from the Bay of Biscay is a stormy and
a tedious one; the weather was rough all the way,
and she took a long time to get to Gibraltar. She
passed the strait signalling to Lloyds; we got a
telegram; cverything was ready: I had ordered
yachting clothes, shoes, and quantities of things;
but after that telegram no news came, and one
evening Gertrude told me she was beginning to feel
suxious; the yacht ought to have arrived at Mar-
geilles. Three or four days passed, and then we read
in the paper~—the Evening Standard, X think it was
—the Ring-Dove, a large schooner, had sunk off the
coast while making for the Bay of Plessy. Had she
passed that point over yonder, no doubt she would
have been saved; all hands were lost, the captain,
seven men, and my book,”

“Good heavens, how extraordinary! And what
became of Gertrude? Were you never her lover?”

“Never. We abstained while waiting for the
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yacht. Then she fell in love with somcbody clse;
she married her lover; and now he deplores lier ; she
found an cxcellent husband, and she died in his
arms.”

At every moment I expected Doris to ask me how
it was that, for the sake of writing a book, I had
consented to go away for a six months’ cruise with
a woman whom I didn’t love. But there was a mo-
ment when I loved her—the week before Lincoln.
Whether Doris agreed tacitly that my adwmiration
of Gertrude’s slender flanks and charm of manner
and taste in dress justified me in agreeing to go
away with her, I don’t know; she did not trouble
me with the embarrassing question I had anticipated.
Isn’t it strange that people never ask the embarrass-
ing questions one foresees? She asked me instead
with whom I had been in love during the past five
years, and this too embarrassed me, though not to
the extent the other question would have done. To
say that since I had scen Doris I had led a chaste
life would be at once ineredible and ridiculous. Sigh-
ing a little, X spoke of a liaison that had lasted many
years and had come to an end at last. Fearing that
Doris would ask if it had come to an end through
weariness, it scemed well to add that the lady had a
daughter growing up, and it was for the girl’s sake
we had agreed to bring our love story to a close.
We had, however, promised to remain friends.
Doris’s silence embarrassed me a hittle, for she didn’t
ask any questions about the lady and her daughter;
and it was impossible to tcll from her manner whether
she believed that this lady comprised the whole of
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my love life for the last five years, and if she thought
I had really broken with her. For a moment or two
I did not dare to look at Doris, and then I felt that
her disbelief mattered little, so long as it did not
enter as an influencing factor into the present situa-
tion. Under a sky as blue and amid nature poctieal
as a drop-curtain, one¢’s moral nature dozes. No
doubt that was it. There is an English church at
Plessy, but really! Dear little town, town of my
heart, where the local orchestra plays “ The March
of Aida” and “La Belle Héltne”! If T could in-
oculate you, reader, with the sentiment of the deli-
cious pastoral you would understand why, all the
time I was at Plessy, I looked upon myself as a hero
of legend, whether of the Argonauts or the siege of
Troy matters little. Returning from Mount Ida
after a long absence, after presenting in imagination
the fairest of women with the apple, I said:

“You asked me whom I had been in love with;
now tell me with whom have you been in love? ”

“For the last three years I have been engaged to
be married.”

“ And you arc still engaged? ”

She nodded, her eyes fixed on the blue sea, and I
said laughing, that it was not of a marriage or an
engagement to be married that I spoke, but of the
beautiful, irrepressible caprice.

“You wouldn’t have me believe that no passion
has caught you and dragged you ahout for the last
five years, just as & cat drags a little mouse about? ¥

“It is strange that you should ask me that, for
that is exactly what happened.”

180



ST AR A TR AR SRR SRR T T

RPN R RIS

THE LOVERS OF ORELAY

“ Really? ”

“ Only that I suffered much more than any mouse
ever suffered.”

“Doris, tell me. You know how sympathetic I
am; you know I shall understand. All things human
interest me. If you have loved as much as you say,
your story will . . . I must hear it.” .

“Why should I tell it? ” and her eyes filled with
tears. “I suffered horribly. Don’t speak to me
about it. What is the good of going over it all
again? ” :

“Yes, there is good; very much good comes of
speaking, if this love story is over, if there is no
possibility of reviving it. Tell it, and in telling,
the- bitterness will pass from you. Who was this
man? How did you meet him?

“He was a friend of Albert’s. Albert introduced
him.”

 Albert is the man you are engaged to? The old
story, the very oldest. Why should it always be the
friend? There are so many other men, but it is
always the friend who attracts.” And I told Doris
the story of a friend who had once robbed me, and
my story had the effect of drying her tears. But
they began again as soon as she tried to tell her own
story. There could be no doubt that she had suf-
fered. Things are interesting in proportion to the
amount of ourselves we put into them; Doris had
clearly put all her life into this story; a sordid one
it may seem to some, a story of deception and lies,
for of course Albert was deceived as cruelly as many
another good man. But Doris must have suffered
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deeply, for at the memory of her sufferings her face
streamed with tears. As Ilooked at her tears I said:
‘It is strange that she should weep so, for her story
differs nowise from the many stories happening daily
in the lives of men and women. She will tell me the
old and beautiful story of lovers forced asunder by
cruel fate, and this spot is no doubt a choice one to
hear her story. And raising my eyes I admired once
again the drooping shore, the serrated line of moun-
tains sweeping round the bay. And the eolour was
8o intense that it overpowercd the senses like a per-
fume, “like musk,” I thought. When I turned to
Doris T could sce she was wholly immersed in her own
sorrow, and it took all my art to persuade her to tell
it, or it seemed as if all my art of persuasion were
necessary.

 As soon ag you knew you loved him, you resolved
to see him no more? ”

Doris nodded.

“You sent him away before you yielded to him?

She nodded, and looking at me her cyes filled with
tears, but which only scemed to make them still more
beautiful, she told me that they had both felt that
it was impossible to deceive Albert. .

. . . 0 . . .

All love stories are alike in this; they all contain
what the reviewers call “sordid details.” But if
Tristan had not taken advantage of King Mark's
absence on a hunting expedition, the world would
have been the poorer of a great Jove story ; and what,
after all, does King Mark’s happiness matter to us
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—a poor passing thing, whese life was only useful
in this, that it gave us an immortal love story? And
if Wagner had not loved Madame Wasendonck, and if
Madame Wasendonck had not been unfaithful to her
husband, we should not have had “ Lristan.” Who
then would, for the sake of Wasendounek’s honour,
destroy the score of “ Tristan ”? Nor is the story of
“Tristan? the only one, nor the most famous. There
is also the story of Iclen. If Menclaus's wife had
not been unfaithful to him, the world would have
been the poorer of the greatest of all poems, the
“Jlhiad” and the“Odyssey.” Dear me,when one thinks
of it, one must admit that art owes a great deal to
adultery. Children are born of the marriage, stories
of the adulterous bed, and the world needs both——
stories as well as children. Even my little tale would
not exist if Doris had been a prudent maiden, ner
would it have interested me to listen to her that day
by the sea if she had naught to tell me but her un-
swerving love for Albert. Her story is not what the
world calls a great story, and it would be absurd to
pretend that if a shorthand writer had taken it down
his report would compare with the stories of Isolde
and Helen, but I heard it from her lips, and her tears
and her beauty replaced the language of Wagner
and of Homer; and so well did they do this that I
am not sure that the emotion I experienced in listen-
ing to her was less than that which I have experi-
enced before a work of art.

“Do you know,” she began, “ perhaps you don’t,
perhaps you've never loved enough to know the
anxiety one may feel for the absent, We had been
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together all day once, and when we bade each other
good-bye we agreed that we should not sce each
other for two days, till Thursday; but that night in
bed an extraordinary desire took hold of me to know
what had become of him. I felt I must hear from
him ; one word would be enough. But we had prom-
ised. It was stupid, it was madness, yet I had to
take down the telephone, and when I got into com-
munication what do you think the answer was? -
“Thank God you telephoned! I've been walking
about the room nearly out of my mind, feeling that
I should go mad if the miracle did not happen.'”

“If you loved Ralph better than Albert——

“Why didn’t I give up Albert? Albert’s life
would have been broken and ruined if I had done
that, You sce he has loved me so many years that
his life has become centred in me. He is not one
of those men who like many women. Outside of his
work nothing exists but me. He doesn’t care much
for reading, but he reads the books I like. I don't
know that he cares much about music for its own
sake, but he likes to hear me sing just because it is
me. He never notices other women; I don’t think
that he knows what they wear, but he likes my dresses,
not because they are in good taste, but because I
wear them. Onc ean't sacrifice a man like that.
What would one think of onesclf? One would die
of remorse. So there weas nothing to be done but
for Ralph to go away. It nearly killed me.”

“Tm afraid I can give you no such love; my affec-
tion for you will prove very tepid after such violent
emotions.”
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“X don’t want such emotions again; I could not
bear them, they would kill me; even a part would
kill me. "T'wo months after Ralph left I was but a
little shadow. I was thinner than I am now, I was
worn to a thread, I could hardly keep body and skirt
together.”

We laughed at Doris’s little joke; and we watched
it curling and going out like a wreath of cigarctte
smoke.

“ But did you get no happiness at all out of this
great love? ”

“ We were happy only a very little while.”

“ Iow long?”

Doris reflected.

“We had about six wecks of what I should call
real happiness, the time while Albert was away.
When he came back the misery and remorse began
again. I had to sce him—not Albert, the other—
every day; and Albert began to notice that I was
different. We used to go out together, we three,
and at last the sham became too great and Albert
said he could not stand it any longer. ‘I prefer
you should go out with him alone, and if it be for
your happiness I'll give you up.’”

“ 8o you nearly died of Jove! Well, now you must
live for love, liking things as they go by, Life is
beautiful at the moment, sad when we look back, fear-
ful when we look forward ; but I suppose it’s hopeless
to expect a little Christian like you to live without
drawing conclusions, liking things as they go by as
the nymphs do. Dry those tears; forget that man.
You tell me it is over and done. Remember nothing
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except that the sky and the sea are blue, that 3t v a
luxury to feel alive here by the sen-shore. My hap-
piness would be to make you happy, to see you put
the past out of your mind, to close your eyes to the
future. That will be casy to do by this heautiful
sea-shore, under those blue skivs with flowers every-
where and drives among the mountains awaiting us.
We create our own worlds. Chanee has left you here
and sent me to you. X want you to eat a great deal
and to sleep and to get fatter and to dream and to
read Theocritus, so that when we go to the moun-
tains we shall be transported into antiquity. You
must forget Albert and him who made you un-
happy—he allowed you to look back and for-
wards.”

“X think I deserve some happiness; you sce I have
sacrificed so much.”

At these words my hopes rose—shall T say like a
balloon out of which a great weight of ballast has
been thrown?P—and so high did they go that failure
seemed like a little feather swimming in the gulf
below. “ She deserved some happiness,” and intends
to make me her happiness, Iler words could bear
no other interpretation; she had spoken without
thought, and instinctively.  Albert was away: why
should she not take thix happiness which I offered
her?  Would she understand that distance made a
difference, that it was one thing to deceive Albert
if he were with her, and another when she wns a
thousand miles away? It wns as if we were in a
forcign country; we were under palm trees, we were
by the Mediterranean. With Albert a thousand
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miles away it would be so casy for her to love me.
She had said there was no question of her marrying
any one but Albert—and to be unfaithful is not to
be inconstant. These were the arguments which I
would use if I found that I had misunderstood her;
but for the moment I did not dare to inquire; it
would be too painful to hear I had misunderstood
her; but at last, fecling she might guess the cause
of my silence, I said, not being able to think of any-
thing more plausible :

“You spoke, didn’t you, of going for a drive?

“We were speaking of happiness—but if you’d
like to go for a drive. There’s no happiness like
driving.”

“ Isn’t there?

She pinched my arm, and with a choking sensa-
tion in the throat I asked her if I should send for a
carriage.

“ There will be time for a short drive before the
sun setting. You said you admired the hills—one
day we will go to a hill town. There is a beautiful
one—>Florac is the name of it—buat we must start
early in the morning. To-day there will be only time
to drive as far as the point you have been admiring
all the morning. The road winds through the rocks,
and you want to see the ilex trees.”

“ My dear, I want to sce you.”

“Well, youre looking at me. Come, don’t be
disagrecable.”

“ Disagreeable, Doris! I never felt more kindly
in my life. I’m still absorbed in the strange piece
of luck which has brought us together, and in such
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a well-chosen spot; no other would have pleased me
as much.”

“ Now why do you like the landscape? Tell me.”

“Y cannot think of the landscape now, Doris: I'm
thinking of you, of what you said just now.”

“What did X say?”

“You said—1I tried to remember the words at the
time, but I have forgotten them, so many thoughts
have passed through my mind since—-you said---how
did you word it?—after having suffered as much as
you did, some share of happinesg—w--"

“ No, I didn’t say that; I said, having sacrificed so
much, I thought I deserved a little happiness.”

“ So she knew what she was saying,” I said to my-
self. ¢ Her words were not casual,” but not daring
to ask her if she intended to make me her happiness,
I spoke about the landscape. “ You ask me why I
like the landscape? Because it carries me back into
past times when men believed in nymphs and in satyrs,
I have always thought it must be a wonderful thing
to believe in the dryad. Do you know that men wan-
dering in the woods sometimes used to eateh sight of
a white breast between the leaves, and henceforth
they could love no mortal woman? The beautiful
name of their malady was nympholepsy. A disense
that cvery one would lLike to catch™

* But if you were to catch it you wouldn’t be able
to love me, so I'll not bring you to the mountains.
Some peasant girl——-7"

“Tie! Doris, I have never liked pensant girls.”

“Your antiquity is eighteenth-century antiquity.
There are many alcoves in it.”
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“T don’t know that the alcove was an invention of
the eightcenth century. There were alcoves at all
times. But, Doris, good heavens! what arc those
trees? Never did I see anything so ghastly; they
are like ghosts. Not only have they no leaves, but
they have no bark nor any twigs ; nothing but great
white trunks and branches.”

“X think they are called plantains.”

“ That won’t do, you are only guessing; I must
ask the coachman.”

“T think, sir, they are called plantains.”

“You only think. Stop and I’ll ask those pcople.”

“Sont des plantains, Monsieur.”

“Well, I told you s0,” Doris said, laughing.

Beyond this spectral avenue, on either side of us
there were fields, and Doris murmured:

““ See how flat the country is, to the very feet of
the hills, and the folk working in the fields are pleas-
ant to watch.”

I declared that I could not watch them, nor could
you, reader, if you had been sitting by Doris. Ihad
risen and come away from long months of toil; and
I remember how I told Doris as we drove across those
fields towards the hills, that it was not her beauty
alone that intercsted me; her beauty would not be
itsclf were it not illumed by her wit and her love of
art. What would she be, for instance, if she were
not a musician? Or would her face be the same face
if it were robbed of its mirth? But mirth is en-
chanting only when the source of it is the intelli-
gence. Vacuous laughter is the most tiresome of
things ; a face of stone is more inveigling. But Dorig
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prided herself on her beauty more than on her wit,
and she was disinclined to admit the contention that
beauty is dependent upon the intelligence.  Our talk
rambled on, now in one dircetion, now in another.

Lovers are divided into two kinds, the babbling and
the silent.

We meet specimens of the silent kind on a Thames
back-water—the punt drawn up under the shady
bank with the twain lying side by side, their arms
about each other all the afternoon. When evening
comes, and it is time to return home, her fellow geta
out the sculls, and they part saying: * Well, dear,
next Sunday, at the same time.” * Yes, at the same
time next Sunday.”

We were of the babbling kind, as the small
part of our conversation that appears in this story
shows.

“My dear, my dear, remember that we are in an
open carriage.”

“ What do those folks matter to us?*

“My dear, if I don’t like it? ™

To justify my desire of her lips I began to com-
pare her beauty with that of a Greek head on a vase,
saying that hers was a cameo-like beauty, as dainty
as any Tanagra figure.

“And to see you and not to claim you, not to
hold your face in my hands just as one holds a
vase, igm——"

“Is what?”

“ A kind of misery, What clse shall Isay? Fancy
my disappointment if, on digging among these
mountains, I were to find a besutiful vase, and some
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one were to say: ‘ You can look at it but not touch
il;" ”

“ Do you love me as well as that? > she answered,
somewhat moved, for my words expressed a genuine
emotion.

“Y do indeed, Doris.”

“We might get out here. I want you to sce the
view from the hilltop.”

And, telling the driver that he need not follow us,
to stay there and rest his panting horse, we walked
on. Whether Doris was thinking of the view I know
not; I only know that I thought only of kissing
Doris. To do 8o would be pleasant—in a way—even
on this ¢old hillside, and I noticed that the road bent
round the shoulder of the mount. We soon reached
the hilltop, and we could see the road enter the vil-
lage in the dip between the hills, a double line of
houses—not much more—facing the sea, a village
where we might go to have breakfast ; we might never
go there; however that might be, we certainly should
remember that village and the road streaming out of
it on the other side towards the hills. Now and then
we lost sight of the road; it doubled round some rock
or was hidden bebind a group of trecs; and then we
caught sight of it a little farther on, ascending the
hills in front of us, and no doubt on the other side
it entered another village, and so on around the coast
of Italy. Iven with the thought of Doris’s kisses
in my mind, I could admire the road and the curves
of the bay. I felt in my pocket for a picce of paper
and a pencil. The colour was as beautiful as a Brabi-
zon; there werc many tints of blue, no doubt, but
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the twilight had gathered the sca and sky into one
tone, or what seemed to be one tone.

“You wanted to sce olive trees—those are olives.”

“So those are olives! Do I at last look upon
olives? ”

“ Are you disappointed? ”

“Yes and no. 'The white gnarled trunk makes
even the young trees scem old. The olive is like an
old man with skimpy legs. It seems to me a pathetic
tree, One does not like to say it is ugly: it is not
ugly, but it would be puzzling to say wherein lies its
charm, for it throws no shade, and is so grey -—~noth-
ing is so grey as the olive. I like the ilex better.”

Where the road dipped there was a group of ilex
trees, and it was in their shade that I kissed Doris,
and the beauty of the trees helps me to appreciate
the sentiment of those kisses. And I remember that
road and those ilex trees as I might remember a
pessage in Theoeritus. Doris—her very name sug-
gests antiquity, and it was well that she was kissed
by me for the first time under ilex trees; true that
I had kissed her before, but that earlier love story
has not found a chronicler, and probably it never
will. I like to think that the beauty of the ilex is.
answerable, perhaps, for Doris's kisses-—~in a mens-
ure. Her dainty grace, her Tanagra besuty, seemed
to harmonise with that of the jlex, for there is an
antique beauty in this tree that we flud in none other.
Theocritus must have composed many a poem be-
neath it. It is the only tree that the ancient world
could have cared to notice: and if it were possible
to carve statues of trees, I am sure that the ilex is
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the tree sculptors would choose. The beech and the
birch, all the other trees, only began to be beautiful
when men invented painting. No other tree shapes
itself out so beautifully as the ilex, lifting itself up
to the sky so abundantly and with such dignity—a
very queen in a velvet gown is the ilex tree; and
we stood looking at the group, admiring its glossy
thickness, till suddenly the ilex tree went out of my
mind, and I thought of the lonely night that awaited
me. ,

“ Doris, dear, it is more than flesh and blood can
bear. My folly lay in sending the telegram. Had
I not sent it you wouldn’t have known by what train
I was coming; you would have been fast asleep in
your bed, and I should have gone straight to your
hotel.”

“But, darling, you wouldn’t compromise me.
Every one would know that we stayed at the same
hotel.”

“ Dearest, it might happen by accident, and were
it to happen by accident what could you do?

“ All T can say is that it would be a most unfor-
tunate accident.”

“Then I have come a thousand miles for noth-
ing. This is worse than the time in London when
T left you for your strictness. Can nothing be
done? ?

“ Am I not devoted to you? We have spent the
whole day together. Now I don’t think it’s at all
nice of you to reproach me with having brought you
on a fool’s errand.”

“J didn’t say that,” and we quarrelled a little
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until we reached the carriage. Doris was angry, and
when she spoke again it was to say:

“If you are not satisfied, you can go back. I'm
gorry. I think it’s most unreasonable that you
should ask me to compromise myself.”

“ And I think it’s unkind of you to suggest that
I should go back, for how can I go back? ™

She did not ask me why-—she was too angry at the
moment—and it was well she did not, for I should
have been embarrassed to tell her that I was fairly
caught,

I had come a thousand miles to sce her, and I
could not say I was going to take the Cdte d'azur
back again, because she would not let me stay
at her hotel; to do so would be too childish, too
futile. The misery of the journey back would be
unendurable.  There was nothing to do but to
wait, and hope that life, which is always full of
accidents, would favour us. Better think no more
about it. For it is thinking that makes one
miserable.

There were many little things which helped to pass
the time away. Doris went every evening to a cer-
tain shop to fetch two eggs that had been laid that
morning. It was neccusary for her health that she
should eat eggs beaten up with milk between the first
and second breakfast. We went there, and it was
amusing to pick my way through the streets, carry-
ing her eggs back to the hotel for her. She knew a
foew people—strange folk, I thought them-—elderly
spinsters living en pension at different hotels. We
dined with her friends, and after dinoer Doris sang,

144



THE LOVERS OF ORELAY

and when she had played many things that she used
to play to me in the old days, it was time for her
to go to bed, for she rarely slept after six o’clock,
so she said.

“ Good-night. Ah, no, the hour is ill,” I murmured
to myself as I wended my lonely way, and I lay awake
thinking if T had said anything that would preju-
dice my chances of winning her, if I had omitted to
say anything that might have inclined her to yield.
One lies awake at night thinking of the mistakes one
has made; thoughts clatter in one’s head. Good
heavens! how stupid it was of me not to have used
a certain argument. Perhaps if I had spoken more
tenderly, displayed a more Christian spirit—all that
paganism,, that talk about nymphs and dryads and
satyrs and fauns frightened her. In the heat of the
moment one says more than one intends, though it is
quite true that, as a rule, it is well to insist that there
is no such thing as our lower nature, that everything
about us is divine. So constituted are we that the
mind accepts the convention, and what we have to do
is to keep to the convention, just as in opera. Sing-
ing appears natural so long as the characters do not
speak. Once they speak they cannot go back to
music; the convention has been broken. As in Art
so it is in Life. Tell a woman that she is a nymph,
and she must not expect any more from you than
she would from a faun, that all you know is the joy
of the sunlight, that you have no dreams beyond the
worship of the perfect circle of her breast, and the
desire to gather grapes for her, and she will give her-
self to you unconscious of sin. I must have fallen
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asleep thinking of these things, and I must have slept
soundly, for I remembered nothing until the servant
came in with my bath, and I saw agnin the pretty
sunlight flickering along the wall-puper. Before
parting the previous night, Doris and I had arvanged
that I was to call an hour earlier than usual at the
hotel; I was to be there at half-past ten,  She had
promised to be ready. We were going to drive to
Floxrac, to onc of the hill towns, and it would take
two hours to get there. We were going to break fust
there, and while I dressed, und in the carringe going
there, I cherished the hope that perhaps I might
be able to persuade Doris to breakfast in s private
room, though fecling all the while that it would be
difficult to do so, for the publie room would be empty,
and erowds of waiters would gather about us like
rooks, cach trying to entice us towards his table.
The village of Florac is high up among the hills,
built along certain ledges of rock overlooking the
valley, and going south in the train one entches aight
of many towns, like it built among mountain declivi-
ties, hanging out like nests over the edge of preci-
pices, showing against a red bunekground, crowning
the rocky hill. No doubt these medirval towns were
built in these strange places hecaune of the security
that summit gives against raiders.  One ean think
of no other reason, for it is hard to believe that in
the fifteenth century men were so captivated with the
picturesque that for the sake of it they would drag
every neeessary of life up these hills, several hundred
feet above the plain, probably by difficult paths—-the
excellent road that wound along the edge of the hills,
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now to the right, now to the left, looping itself round
every sudden ascent like a grey ribbon round a hat,
did not exist when ¥lorac was built.  On the left the
ground shelves away into the valley, down towards
the sea, and olives were growing down all these hill-
sides. Above us were olive trees, with here and there
an orange orchard, and the golden fruit shining
among the dark leaves continued to intercst me.
Fivery now and again some sudden aspect interrupted
our conversation ; the bay as it swept round the carved
mountains, looking in the distance more than ever
like an old Italisn picture of a time before painters
began to think about values and truth of effect, when
the minds of men were concerned with beauty; as
mine was, for every time I looked at Doris it occurred
to me that I had never seen anything prettier, and
not only her face but her talk still continued to en-
chant me. She was always so eager to tell me things,
that she must interrupt, and these interruptions were
pleasant. I identified them with her, and so closely
that I can remember how our talk began when we
got out of the suburbs. By the last villa there was
0. eucalyptus tree growing ; the sun was shining, and
Doris had asked me to hold her parasol for her; but
the road zigzagged so constantly that I never shifted
the parasol in time, and a ray would catch her just
n the face, adding perhaps to the freckles—there
were just a few down that little nose which was always
pleasant to look upon. I was saying that X still
remember our talk as we passced that cucalyptus tree.
Doris had begun one of those little confessions which
are o interesting, and which one hears only from a
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woman one is making love to, which probably would
not interest us were we to hear them from any one
else. It delighted me to hear Doris say: ** This is
the first time I have cver lived alone, that I have
ever been free from questions, It was o pleasure to
remember suddenly as 1 was dressing that no one
would ask me where I was going, that T was just like
a bird by mysclf, free to spring off the hranch and
to fly. At home there are always people round one;
somebody is in the dining-room, somebody is in the
drawing-room; and if one goes down the prasage with
one’s hat on there is always somebody to ask where
one is going, and if you say you don’t know they say,
¢ Are you going to the right or to the left, beeause
if you arc going to the left I should like you to stop
at the apothecary’s and to ask-----7'"  Tlow I
agreed with her! Family life I said degrades the
individual, and is only less harmful than socialism,
because one can cseape from it. . . .

“ But, Doris, you're not ill! You are looking
better.”

“X weighed this morning, and I have gone up two
pounds.  You see [ am amused, and & womnn's health
is mainly a question whether she is amused, whether
somebody i making love to her”

“Making love! Doris, dear, there is no chance
of making love to anybody here,  That is the only
fault I find with the place: the sen, the bay, the hill
towns, everything I see is perfect in every detail, only
the essential is lacking. T was thinking, Doris, that
for the sake of your health we might go and spend
a few days at Florac.”
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“My dear, it would be impossible. Everybody
would know that I had been there.”

“ Maybe, but I don’t agree. However, I am glad
that you have gone up two pounds. . . . I am sure
that what you neced is mountain air. The scaside is
no good at all for nerves. I have a friend in Paris
who suffers from nerves and has to go every year to
Switzerland to climb the Matterhorn.”

% The Matterhorn!?”

“ Well, the Matterhorn or Mont Blanc; he has to
climb mountains, glaciers, something of that kind. X
remember last year X wrote to him saying that I did
not understand the three past tenses in ¥rench, and
would he explain why—something, I have forgotten
what—and he answered: ¢ Avec mes pieds sur des
glaciers je ne puis m’arréter pour vous expliquer les
trois passés.’ ”

Doris laughed and was interested, for I had intro-
duced her some years ago to the man who had written
this letter ; and then we discussed the fussent and the
eussent, été, and when our language of the French
Grammar was cxhausted we returned to the point
whenee we had come, whether it was possible to per-
suade Doris to pass three days in the hotel at Florac
—in the interests of her health, of course.

“Y’'m not sure at all that mountain air would not
do me good. Plessy lies very low and is very relax-
ing.”

[ very‘,’

But though I convinced her that it would have been
better if she had gone at once to stop at Florae, I
could do nothing to persuade her to pass three days
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with me in the inn there.  As we drove up through
the town the only hope that remained in my mind was
that I might induce her to take breakfast in o private
room. But the salle du restaurant was fifty foet long
by thirty feet wide, it contained a hundred tubles,
maybe more, the floor was polished onk, and the ccil-
ings were painted and gilded, and there were fifty
waiters waiting for the swallows that would soon
arrive from the north: we were the van birds.

“ Shall we breakfast in a private room? ™ I whis-
pered humbly.

“ Good heavens! no! I wouldn’t dare to go into
a private room before all these waiters.”

My heart sank aguin, and when Doris said, * Where
shall we 8it?” I answered, * Anywhere, anywhere, it
doecsn’t matter.”

It had taken two hours for the horses to erawl up
to the mountain town, and as I had no carly break-
fast I was ravenously hungry. A box of sardines and
a plate of butter, and the prospect of an omelette and
a steak, put all thoughts of Doris for the moment
out of my head, and that was a good thing. We
babbled on, and it was impossible to sny which was
the more interested, which enjoyed talking most; and
the pleasure which each took in talking and hearing
the other talk beeame noticeable.

“I dide’t interrupt you just now, I thought it
would be cruel, for you were enjoying yourself so
much,” gaid Doris, laughing.

“Well, I promise not to interrupt the next time
~—you were in the midst of one of your stories.”

It was not long before she was telling me another
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story, for Doris was full of stories. She observed
life as it went by, and could recall what she had seen.
Our talk had gone back to'years before, to the even-
ing when I first saw her cross the drawing-room in
o white dress, her gold hair hanging over her shoul-
ders; and in that moment, as she crossed the room, I
had noticed a look of recognition in her eyes ; the look
was purely instinctive; she was not aware of it her-
self, but I could not help understanding it as a look
whereby she recognised me as one of her kin. I had
often spoken to her of that look, and we liked speak-
ing about it, and about the time when we became
friends in Paris. She had written asking me to go
to sce her and her mother. I had found them in a
strange little hotel, just starting for some distant
suburb, going there to buy presents from an old
couple, dealers in china and glass, from whom,
Doris’s mother explained, she would be able to
buy her presents fifty per cent. cheaper than else-
where.  She was one of those women who would
spend three shillings on a cab in order to save two-
pence on a vasc.

“ It took us two hours to get to that old, forgotten
quarter, to the old quaint street where they lived.
They were old-world Jews who read the Talmud, and
scemed to be quite isolated, out of touch with the mod-
ern world. It was like going back to the Middle
Ages; this queer old couple moving like goblins among
the china and glass. Do you cver sce them now?
Are they dead? ”

“Let me tell you,” cried Doris, © what happened.
The old man died two ycars ago, and his wife, who
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had lived with him for forty years, could not bear
to live alone, so what do you think she did?  She sent
for her brother-in-law "

“To marry him? ”

“ No, not to marry him, but to talk to him about
her husband. You see this couple had lived together
for so many years that she had become ingrained, as
it were, in the personality of her late husband, her
habits had become his habits, his thoughts had be-
come hers. The story really ix very funny,” and
Doris burst out laughing, and for some time she
could not speak with lnughing. “ I am sorry for the
poor man,” she said at last.

“For whom? For the brother-in-law? "

“Yes; you sce he is dyspeptic, and he can't cat the
dishes at all that his brother used to like, but the wife
can’t and won’t cook anything else.”

“ In other words,” I said, ** the souvenir of brother
Isanc is poisoning brother Jacob.”

“ That is it.”

“ What a strange place this world is!™ And then
my mind drifted back suddenly. * O Doris, I'm so
unhappy-—this place—I wish I had never come.”

“ Now, now, have a little patience. Everything
comes right in the end.”

“ We shall never be alone.”

“ Yes, we shall. 'Why do you think that?

“ Because X can’t think of anything else.”

“ Well, you must think of something else. We're
going to the factory where they make perfume, and
I'm going to buy a great many bottles of scent for
myself, and presents for friends. We shall be able
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to buy the perfume twenty-five per cent. or fifty per
cent. cheaper.”

“Don’t you think we might go to sce the pictures?
There are some in a church here.”

On inquiry we heard that they had been taken
away, and I followed Doris through the perfume fac-
tory. Very little work was doing; the superintend-
ent told us that they were waiting for the violets. A
few old women were stirring caldrons, and I listened
wearily, for it did not interest me in the least, par-
ticularly at that moment, to hear that the flowers
were laid upon layers of grease, that the grease ab-
sorbed the perfume, and then the grease was got rid
of by means of alcohol. The workrooms were cold
and draughty, and the choice of what perfumes we
were to buy took a long time. However, at last,
Doris decided that she would prefer three bottles of
this, three bottles of that, four of these, and two
of those. Her perfume was heliotrope; she always
used it.

“ And you like it, don’t you dear?

“ Yes, but what does it matter what X like? ”

“ Now, don’t be cross. Don’t look so sad.”

“Y don’t mind the purchase you made for your
friends, but the purchase of heliotrope is really too
cynical.”

“ Cynical! Why is it cynical? ”

“ Because, dear, it is cvocative of you, of that slen-
der body moving among fragrances of scented cam-
brics, and breathing its own dear odour as I come
forward to greet you. Why do you seck to torment

me? ”?
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“ But, dear one-—-"

I was not to be appeased, and sat gloowily in the
corner of the earriage away from her.  But she put
out her hand, and the silken palm calmed my nervous
irritation, and we descended the steep ronds, the driver
putting on and taking off the brake. "The evening
was growing chilly, so I asked Doris if T might tell
the conchman to stop his horses and to put up the
hood of the carriage. In a close carringe one is nearly
alone. But every mowment I was reminded that peo-
ple were passing, and between her kisses the thought
passed that T must go back to Paris, however unkind
it might be. It would be unkind to leave her, for
she was not very strong; she would require somebody
to look after her.  As I was debating the question in
my mind Doris said:

“You don't mind, dear, but before we go back to
the hotel, I have a visit to pay.”

In the three weeks’ time she had spent at Plessy
before I came there, Doris had made the nequaintance
of all kinds of clderly spinsters, who lived in the dif-
ferent hotels en pension, and who would go nway ns
soon as the visitors arrived, to seck another ** resort
where the season had not yet commenced, and where
they could be boarded and bedded for ten francs
a day. I had made the acqunintance of Miss
Tubbs and Miss Whitworth, snd we were dining
with them that night. Doris had explained that
we could not refuse to dine with them at least
once.

“But as we're going to spend the evening with
them, I don’t sec the necessity———"
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mother had not been able to come, and that was a
relief to me whatever it may bhave been to Doris; I
had heard that Mrs. Forman was a very old woman,
and as her daughter struck me as an ineffectual per-
gon, I said as I sat down to dinner, “ One of the
family is enough.”  What her mother’s age could be
I could not guess, for Miss Forman herself might
pass for scventy. But after speaking to her for a
little while one saw that she was not so old as she
looked at first sight, Nothing saddens me more than
those who have aged prematurely, for the cause of
premature ageing is generally a declension of the
mind. As soon as the mind begins to narrow and
wither the body follows suit; prejudices and conven-~
tions age us more than years do. Before speaking
a word it was easy to sce from Miss Forman’s appear-
ance that no new idea had entered into her life for
a long while, and I imagined her at once to be one
-of those daughters that one finds abroad in different
provincial towns, living with their mothers on small
incomes. ““ The daughter’s tragedy is written all
over her face,” I said, and while speaking to her I
scrutinised her, reading in her everything that goes
to make up that tragedy. She had the face of those
heroines, for they are heroines—the broad low brow,
the high nose, the sympathetic cyes, grey and expres-
sive of duty and sacrifice of sclf. Her dress and her
manners were as significant as her face, and scemed
to hint at the life she had lived. She wore a black
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sk gown which looked old-fashioned—-why I cannot
say. Was it the gown or the picee of black lace that
she wore on her head, or the Victorian carrings that
hung from her cars down her dust-coloured neck, that
gave her a sort of bygone appearance, the look of an
old photograph? Xler manners took me farther back
in the century even than the photograph did; she
scemed to have come out of the pages of some trite
and uninteresting novel, a rather listless hook written
at the end of the cighteenth century, before the art
of novel-writing had been found out,  She listened,
and her listening was In itself a politeness, and she
never lost her politeness, though she seldom under-
stood what I said. When I finished speaking she an-
swered what I had said indirectly, like one whose mind
was not quite capable of following any conversation
except the most trite.  She laughed if she thought I
had said anything humourous, and sometimes looked
a little embarrassed; she only scemed to be at her
ease when speaking of her mother, If, for instance,
we were speaking of books, she would break in with
her mother’s opinions, thinking it wonderful that her
mother had read-—shall we say, *“The Three Mus-
keteers? ” three times, She was interested in all her
mother’s characteristics, and her habit wax to speak
of her mother as her mamma,  She seemed to delight
in the word, and every time she pronounced it a light
came into her old face, and I began to understand her
und to feel that I could place her, to use a colloquial-
ism which is 80 expressive that perhaps ita use may
be forgiven. “The daughter’s tragedy,” I mut-
tered, and considering it, philosophising aceording to
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my wont, I tried to reconcile mysclf to this visit.
“ After all,” Isaid, “ I am on my own business, there-
fore I have no right to grumble.”

I wished to sce what Miss Forman was like in her
own housc; above all, I wished to sce if her mother
were as typical of the mother who accepts her daugh-
ter’s sacrifice, as Miss Forman was of the daughter
that has been sacrificed. From the daughter’s ap-
pearance-I had imagined Mrs. Forman to be a tall,
good-looking, distinguished woman, lying upon a
sofa, wearing a cap upon her white hair, her fect
covered with a shawl, and Miss Forman arranging it
from time to time. Nature is always surprising;
she follows a rhythm of her own; we beat one, two,
three, four, but the invisible leader of the orchestra
sets a more subtle rhythm. But though Nature’s
rhythm is irregular, its irregularity is more apparent
than real, for when we listen we hear that everything
goes to a beat, and in looking at Mrs. Forman I rec-
ognised that she was the inevitable mother of such a
daughter, and that Nature’s combination was more
harmonious than mine. The first thing that struck
me was that the personal energy I had missed in the
daughter survived in the mother, notwithstanding
her seventy-five years. The daughter reminded me
now of a tree that had been overshadowed ; Miss For-
man had remained a child, nor could she have grown
to womanhood unless somebody had tuken her away ;
no doubt somcbody had wanted to marry her; there
is nobody that has not had her love affair, very few
at least, and I imagined Miss Forman giving up hers
for the sake of her mamma, and I could hear her
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mamma—that short, thick woman, looking more like
a ball of lard than anything else in the world, alert
notwithstanding her sciatien, with two small beady
eyes in the glaring whiteness of her fuce  forgetful
of her daughter’s sacrifice, saying to her some even-
ing as they warmed their shins over the fire:

“ Well, Caroline, I never understood how it was
that you didn’t marry Mr. So-mnd-so, 1 think he
would have suited you very well.”

My interest in these two women who had lived side
by side all their lives was slight 5 it was just animated
by a slight curiosity to see if Miss Forman would
be as much interested in her mother in her own house
by her mother’s side as she had heen in the hotel
among strangers. I waited to hear her eall her
mother mamma ; nor had I to wait Jong, for as soon
as the converaation turned on the house which the
Formans had lately purchased, and the land which
Mrs. Forman was buying up and planting with
orange trees, Miss Forman broke in, and in her high-
pitched voice she told us enthusiastically that mamma
was 8o energetic; she never could be induced to sit
down and be quict; even her seintica could not keep
her in her chair. A few moments after Miss Forman
told us that they did not leave Plessy even during
the summer heat. Mamma could not be induced to
go away. The last time they had gone to a hill
village intending to spend some three or four weeks
there, but the food did not suit mamma at all, and
Miss Forman explained how the critical moment came
and she had said to her mamma, * Well, mamma, this
place docs mot suit you; I think we had better go
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home again ”; and they had come home after six
days in the hill village, probably never to Ieave
Plessy again; and turning to her mother with a look
of admiration on her face Miss Forman said: I
always tell mamma that she will never be able to get
away from here until balloon travelling comes into
fashion. If a balloon were to come down to mamna’s
balcony, mamma might get into it and be induced
to go away for a little while for a change of air.
She would not be afraid. I don’t think mamms wus
ever afraid of anything.” X er voice scemed to me
to attain a certain ccstasy in the words, “ I don’t
think mamma was ever afraid of anything,” and I
said, ¢ She is proud of her ideal, and it is well that
she should be, for there is no other in the world, not
for her at least,” and noticing that the three women
were talking together, that I was no longer ob-
served, I got up with a view to studying the sur-
roundings in which Mrs. Forman and her daughter
lived.

On the wall facing the fireplace there were two
portraits—two cngravings—and I did not need to
look at the date to know that they had been done
in 1840; onc was her Majesty Queen Victoria, the
other her Royal Consort, Prince Albert. Shall X be
believed if I say that in my little excursions round
the room and the next room I discovered a small
rosewood table on which stood some wax fruit, a
small sofa covered with rep and antimacassars, just
as in old days? More characteristic still was the
harmonium, with a hymn-book on the music rest, and
every Sunday, no doubt, Miss Forman played hymns
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with her stiff, ecrooked fingers, and they said prayers
together, the same old-fashioned English prayers for
which I always hanker a little.

Satisfied with the result of my quest, and fearing
that it might be regarded as an impertinence if I
stayed away any longer, I returned to the back draw-
ing-room, only to accompany the Formans and Doris
back again to the front drawing-room. ‘Lhere was
a piano there. The Formans had persunded Doris
to sing, and she was going to do so to plense them,
“They don’t know anything about singing,” she
whispered to me; * but what does that nutter? You
sce, poor things, they have so little to distract them
in their lives; it will be quite a little event for them
to hear me sing,” and she went to the piano and sang
song after song.

“It is kind indeed of you to sing to us, to an old
woman and a middle-aged woman,” Mrs. Forman
said, * and I hope you will come to see ux again, both
of you.”

* What should bring me to see them again? ™ I
asked myself as I tried to get Doris away, for she
lingered about the doorway with them, making im-
possible plans, asking them to come to see her when
they came to England, telling them that if her health
required it and she eame to Plessy again she would
rush to see them, * Why should she go on like that,
knowing well that we shall never see them again, never
in this world? ” T thought. Mrs, Forman insinted
that her daughter should accompany us to the gate,
and all the way there Doris hegged of Mixs Forman
to come to dine with uk; we were dining with Miss
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Tubbs and Miss Whitworth, friends of hers ; it would
be so nice if she would come. "The carriage would be
sent back for her; it would be so easy to send it back.
I offered up a prayer that Miss Forman might re-
fuse, and she did refuse many times; but Doris was
so pressing that she consented ; but when we got into
the carriage a thought struck her. “ No,” she said,
“X cannot go, for the dressmaker is coming this
evening to try on mamma’s dress, and mamma is very
particular about her gowns; she hates any fulness
in the waist; the last time the gown had to go back
—you must excuse me.”

‘ Good-bye, dear, good-bye,” I heard Doris cry-
ing, and I said to myself, *“ How kind she is!”

“ Now, my dear, aren’t you glad that you came
to see them? Aren’t they nice? Isn’t she good?
And you like goodness.”

“ Dear Doris, I like goodness, and I like to dis-
cover your kind heart. Don’t you remember my
saying that your pretty face was dependent upon
your intelligence ; that without your music and with-
out your wit your face would lose half its charm?
Well, now, do you know that it scems to me that it
would only losc a third of its charm; for a third of
my love for you is my admiration of your good heart.
You remember how, years ago, I used to catch you
doing acts of kindness? What has become of the two
blind women you used to help? ”

“So you haven’t forgotten them. You used to
say that it was wonderful that a blind woman should
be able to get her living.”

“Of couxse it is. It has always seemed to me
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extraordinary that any one should be able to carn
his living.”

“You see, dear, you have not been forced to get
yours, and you do not realise that ninety per cent.
of men and women have to get theirs.”

“ But a blind woman! To get up in the morning
and go out to carn enough money to pay for her
dinner; think of it! Getting up in the dark, know-
ing that she must ecarn four, five, ten shillings a day,
whatever it is. Every day the problem presents
itself, and she always in the dark.”

“Do you remember her story?”

“Y think so. She was once rich, wasn’t she? In
fairly easy circumstances, and she lost her fortune.
It all went away from her bit by bit. It is all com-
ing back to me, how Fate in the story as you told it
scemed like a black shadow stretching out a paw,
grabbing some part of her income again and again
till the last farthing was taken. Iven then Iate
was not satisfied, and your friend must catch the
smallpox and lose her eyes. But as soon as she was
well she decided to come to England and learn to be
a masseuse. I supposc she did not want to stop in
Australia, where she was known. How attractive
courage 5! And where shall we find an example of
courage equal to that of this blind woman coming
to England to learn to be o masseuse? What I don’t
understand is bearing with her life in the dark, go-
ing out to her work every day to earn her dinner,
and very often robbed by the girl who led her about?

“ How well you remember, dear.”

“Of course I do. Now, how was it? Her next
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nisfortunce was a sentimental one.  There was some
ort of a love story in this blind woman’s life, not
he conventional, sentimental story which never hap-
yens, but o hint, a suggestion, of that passion which
akes a hundred thousand shapes, finding its way cven
0 a blind woman's life. Now don’t tell me; it’s all
oming back to me. Something about a student who
ived in the same house as she did; a very young
nan ; and they made acquaintance on the stairs; they
ook to visiting each other; they beeame friends, but
t was not with him she fell inlove. This student had
. pul who eame to share his rooms, an older man with
erious tastes, a great classical scholar, and he used
0 go down to read to the blind woman in the even-
ng. It really was a very pretty story, and very
rue. He used to translate the Greek tragedies aloud
o her. T wonder if she expected him to marry her? ”

“No, she knew he could not marry her, but that
nade no difference.”

“You’re quite right. It was just the one interest
n her life, and it was taken from her. X¥e was a
loctor, wasn’t he? »

Doris nodded, and I remembered how he had gone
ut to Africa. * No sooner did he get there than he
aught a fever, one of the worst kinds. The poor
lind masseuse did not hear anything of her loss for
 long time,  The friend upstairs didn’t dare to come
lown to tell her. But at last the truth could be
iidden from her no longer. It’s extraordinary how
ragedy follows some.”

“Jsn't itp "

“ And now she sits alone in the dark. No one
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comes to read to her. But she bears with her solitude
rather than put up with the pious people who would
interest themselves in her. You said there were no
interesting books written for the blind, only pieties.
The charitable are often no better than Shylocks,
they want their money’s worth. I only see her, of
course, through your description, but if I see her
truly she was one of those who loved life, and life
took everything from her!”

“Do you remember the story of the other blind
woman ? ” )

“Yes and no, vaguely. She was a singer, wasn’t
she? ” Doris nodded. “ And I think she was born
blind, or lost her sight when she was three or four
years old. You described her to me as a tall, hand-
some woman with dark, crinkly hair, and a mouth
like red velvet.”

“T don’t think I said like red velvet, dear.”

“ Well, it doesn’t sound like a woman’s description
of another woman, but I think you told me that she
had had love affairs, and it was that that made me
give her a mouth like red velvet. Why should she
not have love affairs? She was as much a woman
as another ; only one doesn’t realise until one hears
a story of this kind what the life of the blind must
be, how differently they must think and feel about
things from those who see. Her lover must have
been a wonder to her, something strange, mysterious;
the blind must be more capable of love than anybody
else. She wouldn’t know if he were a man of forty
or one of twenty. And what difference could it make
to her??” '
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“ Ah, the blind are very sensitive, much more so
than we are.”

“ Perhaps.”

“ X think Judith would have known the difference
between a young man and a middle-aged. There was
little she didn’t know.”

“I daresay you're quite right. But still every-
thing must have been more intense and vague. 'When
the blind woman’s lover is not speaking to her he
is away ; she is unable to follow him, and sitting at
home she imagines him in socicty surrounded by
others who arc not blind. S8he doesn’t know what
cyes are, but she imagines them like—what? anyhow
she imagines them more beautiful than they are. No,
Doris, no eyes are more beautiful than yours; she
imagines every one with eyes like yours. I have not
thought of her much lately, but X used to think of
her when you told me the story, as standing on a
platform in front of the public, calm as a caryatid.
She must have had a beautiful voice to have been able
to get an engagement; and the great courage that
these blind women have! Fancy the struggle to get
an engagement, a difficult thing to do in any circum~
stances—but in hers! And when her voice began to
fail her she must have suffered, for her voice was her
one possession, the one thing that distinguished her
from others, the one thing she knew herself by, her
personality as it were. She didn’t know her face as
other women know theirs; she only knew herself when
she sang, then she became an entity, as it were.  Nor
could teaching rccompense her for what she had
lost, however intelligent her pupils might be, or
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however well they paid her. Mow did she lose her
pupils? ¥

“I don’t think there was any rcason. She lost
her pupils in the ordmury way; she was unlucky.
As you were just saying, it was more difficult for her
to carn her living than for those who could sece, and
Judith is no longer as young as she was; she isn’t
old, she is still a handsome woman, but in & few years

. . If old-age pensions are to be granted to peo-
ple, they surely ought to be granted to blind women.”

“Yes, I remember; the sentiment of the whole
story is in my mind; only I am a little confused about
the facts. I remember you wrote a lot of letters—
how was it? »

“Well, I just felt that the thing to do was to get
an annuity for Judith; I could not afford to give her
one myself ; so after a great deal of trouble I got into
communication with a rich woman who was interested
in the blind and wanted to found one.”

“You are quite right, that was it. You must have
written dozens of letters.”?

“Yes, indeed, and all to no purpose. Judith knew
the trouble I was taking, but she couldn’t bear with
her loneliness any longer; the dread of the long
evenings by herself began to prey upon her nerves,
and she went off to Peckham to marry a blind man--—
quite an elderly man; he was over sixty. They had
known each other for some time, and he taught music
like her; but though he only earned forty or fifty
pounds & year, still she preferred to have somebody
to live with than the annuity.”

“ But I don’t see why she should lose her annuity.”
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“Don’t you remember, dear? This to me is the
point of the story. The charitable woman drew
back, not from any sordid motive, because she
regretted her moncy, but for a fixed idea; she had
learned from somebody that blind people shouldn’t
marry, and she did not feel herself justified in giving
her money to encouraging such marriages.”

“Was there ever anything so extraordinary as
human nature? Its goodness, its stupidity, its
cruclty! The woman meant well; one can’t even
hate her for it; it was just a lack of perception, a
desire to live up to principles. That is what sets
cvery one agog, trying to live up to principles, ab-
stract ideas. If they only think of what they are,
and what others are! The folly of it! This puzzle-
headed woman—I mean the charitable woman pon-
dering over the fate of the race, as if she could do
anything to advance or retard its destiny!”

“You always liked those stories, dear. You said
that you would write them.”

“Yes, but I'm afraid the pathos is a little deeper
than I could reach; only Turgenieff could write them.
But here we are at the Dog’s Iome.”

“ Don’t talk like that—it’s unkind.”

“I don’t mean to be unkind, but I have to try to
realise things before I can appreciate them.”

It scemed not a little incongruous that these two
little spinsters should pay for our dinners, and I
tried to induce Doris to agree to some modification
in the present arrangements, but she said it was their
wish to entertain us.

The evening I spent in that hotel hearing Doris
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sing, and myself talking literature to a company of
about a dozen spinsters, all plain and elderly, all
trying to live upon incomes varying from a hundred
and fifty to two hundred pounds a year, comes up
before my mind, every incident. Life is full of inci-
dents, only our intelligence is not always sufficiently
trained to perceive them; and the incident I am about
to mention was important in the life I am describ-
ing. Miss Tubbs had asked me what wine I would
drink. And in a moment of inadvertence I said ** Vin
Ordinaire,” forgetting that the two shillings the wine
would cost would probably mean that Miss Tubbs
would very likely have to go without her cup of tea
at five o’clock next day in order that her expenditure
should not exceed her limit, and X thought how diffi-
cult life must be on these slippery rocks, incomes of
one hundred and fifty & year. Poor little gentlefolk,
roving about from one boarding-house to another,
always in search of the cheapest, sometimes getting
into boarding-houses where the cheapness of the
food necessitates sending for the doctor, so the gain
on one side is a loss on the other. Poor little gentle-
folk, the odds-and-ends of existence, the pence and
threepenny bits of human life!

That Doris’s singing should have provoked re-~
marks painfully inadequate, mattered little. Inade-
quate remarks about singing and about the other arts
are as common in London drawing-rooms as in hotels
and boarding-houses (all hotels are boarding-houses 3
there is really no difference), and the company I
found in these winter resorts would have interested
me at any other time. I ean be interested in the
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woman who collects stamps, in the gentle soul who
keeps a botany book in which all kinds of quaint
entries are found, in the lady who writes for the
papers, and the one who is supposed to have a past.
Wherever human beings colleet there is always to
be found somebody of interest, but when one’s inter-
est is centred in a lady, everybody clse becomes an
enemy ; and I looked upon all these harmless spinsters
as my enemies, and their proposals for excursions,
and luncheons, and dinners coused me much misgiv-
ing, not only because they separated me from Doris,
but because I felt that any incident, the proposed
picnic, might prove a shipwrecking reef. One can-
not predict what will happen. Life is so full of inci-
dents; a woman’s jealous tongue or the arrival of
some acquaintance might bring about a catastrophe.
A love affair hangs upon a gossamer thread, you
know, and that is why I tried to persuade Doris
away from her friends.

She was very kind and good and didn’t inflict the
society of these people too much upon me. FPerhaps
she was conscious of the danger herself, and we only
visited the boarding-houses in the evening. But
these visits grew intolerable. The society of Miss
Tubbs and Miss Whitworth jarred the impressions
of a long day spent in the open air, in a landscape
where once the temples of the gods had been, where
men had once lived who had seen, or at all events be-
lieved, in the fauns and the dryads, in the grotto
where the siren swims.

One afternoon I said to Doris: “ I'm afraid I can’t
go to see Miss Tubbs this cvening. Can’t we devise
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and join the nymphs. Do you think they would
prove kinder than I?”

I did not answer Doris. I suddenly scemed to
despair; the exquisite tenderness of the sky, and the
inveigling curves of the buy scemed to become de-
testable to me, theatrical, absurd. “ Good God!”
I thought: “ I shall never win her love. All my jour-
ney is in vain, and all this love-making.”” The scene
before me was the most beautiful in shape and colour
I had ever seen; but I am in no mood to describe the
Leonardo-like mountains enframing the azure bay.
The reader must imagine us leaning over a low wall
watching the sca water gurgling among the rocks.
We had come to sece some gardens. The waiter at
my hotel had told me of some, the property of a gen-
tleman kind cnough to throw them open to the publie
twice a week; and I had taken his advice, though
gardens find little favour with me-—now and again
an old English garden, but the well-kept horticul-
tural is my abhorrence. But one cannot tell a coach-
man to drive along the road, one must tell him to go
somewhere, 50 we had come to sce what was to be scen.
And all was as I had imagined it, only worse; the
tall wrought-iron gate was twenty feet high, there
was a naked pavilion hehind it, and a woman seated
at a table with a cash-box in front of her. This
woman took a franc apiece, and told us that the
money was to be devoted to a charitable purpose;
we were then free to wander down a gravel walk
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twenty feet wide branching to the right and the left,
along a line of closely clipped shrubs, with a bunch
of tall grasses here and a foreign fir there; gardens
that a painter would turn from in horror. I said
to Doris:

“This is as tedious as a play at the Comédie, as
tircsome as a tragedy by Racine, and very like one.
Let us seck out one of the external walks overlook-
ing the sea; even there I’'m afraid the knowledge
that these shrubs are behind us will spoil our
pleasure.”

Doris laughed; that was one of her charms, she
could be amused; and it was in this mood that we
sat down on a seat placed in a low wall overlooking
the bay, looking at each other, basking in the rays
of the afternoon sun, and there we sat for some
little while indolent as lizards. Pointing to one at
a little distance I said:

“It is delightful to be here with you, Doris, but
the sunlight is not sufficient for me. Doris, dear, I
am very unhappy. I have lain awake all night think-
ing of you, and now I must tell you that yesterday
I was gorcly tempted to go down to that bay and
Join the nymphs there. Don’t ask me if I beliceve
that I should find a nymph to love me; one doesn’t
know what one believes, I only know that I am un-
happy.”

“ But why, dear, do you allow yourself to be un-
happy? Look at that lizard. Xsn’t he nice? Isn’t
he satisfied? Ife desires nothing but what he has got,
light and warmth.”

“ And, Doris, would you like me to be as content
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as that lizard — to desire nothing mo
and warmth? ”

Doris looked at me, and thinking h
beautiful even than the sunlight, I said

““ And the sunlight clasps the ear
And the moonbears kiss the s

But what are all those kissings w
If thou kiss not me?’

That is the eternal song of the spherc
flowers. If I don’t become part of ti
mony, I must die.”

“But you do kiss me,” Doris answ
“ when the evening turns cold and the cc
up the hood of the carriage.”

“Wilful Doris! Pretty puss cat!”

“I'm not a puss cat; I'm not playi
dear. I do assure you I feel the strain ¢
but what am I to do? You wouldn’t has
to stay at my hotel and to compromise 1
all these people? ”

“ These people! Those boarding-ho
ing me mad! That Miss Forman!™
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ot to-day’s. One day we are attracted by goodne
nother day by beauty; and beauty has been calli
e day after day: at first the call was heard far aw
ke a horn in the woods, but now the call has beco
ore imperative, and all the landscape is music
esterday standing by those ancient ruins, it scen
» me as if I had been transported out of my pres
ature back to my original nature of two thousa
cars ago. The sight of those ancient colun
aickened a new soul within me; or should I say
ul that had been overlaid began to emerge? 'l
cad are never wholly dead ; their ideas live in us.
n sure that in England I never appreciated you
tensely as I do here.  Doris, I have learned to ¢
reciate you like a work of art. It is the spirit
ntiquity that has taken hold of me, that has ris
at of the earth and claimed me. That hat I wou
ut away »

“ Don’t you like my hat? *

“ Yes, I like it, but I am thinking of the Doris th
ved two thousand years ago ; she did not wear a h:
1 imagination I see the nymph that is in you, thou
may never sce her with mortal eyes.”

“ Why should vou not see her, dear? ”
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“ No, Doris, not as T wish.  This j¢
a bitter memory that will endure for
think not only of the day that we liv
days in front of us; we must store ou
the squirrel stores nuts, we must have a
If some way is not found out of this hor
I shall remember you as a collector rem
which a workman handed to him and
and was broken, or Like s vase that wa
him ; I cannot find a perfect simile, at les
moment; my speech is imperfeet, but y
stand.”

“Yes, [ understand, 1 think T unders

“If I do not get you, it will seem to n
lived in vain.”

“ But, dear one, things are not so
We need not be in Paris for some d
though I cannot ask you to my hotel
reason why--——-"

“Doris, do not raise up false hopes.”

“X was only going to say, dear, ths
seem to be necessary that we should go
to Paris.”

“You mean that we might stop some
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ghteenth century, saying that it had loved antiqui
etter than the nineteenth, and had reproduced
irit.

“Is it not strange that, in the midst of realit
rtistic conceptions always hang about me; but sh
ever possess you, Doris?  Is it my delicious fate
pend three days with you in an old Roman towni

“There is no reason why it shouldn’t be. Whe
wall it be? ”

“ Any town would be sufficient with you, Dor
ut let us think of some beautiful place ”; and loc
g across the bay into the sunset, I recalled as ma
ames as I could; many of those old Roman tow
se up before my eyes, classic remains mingling wi
edieeval towers, cathedral spires rising over wa
n which Roman sentries had once paced. We co
nly spend our honeymoon in a town with a beauti
ame—a beautiful name was essential—a name th
. would be a delight to remember for ever after; t
ame would have to express by some harmonious co
ination of syllables the loves that would be expend
ere.  Rocomadour imitated too obviously the sou
f sucking doves, and was rejected for that reasc
ahor tommted us. but 1 was oo stern a name =
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tickets by the Céte d'dzur.  Tor in Doris’s opinion it
was necessary that we should leave Plessy by the Cdte
d'dzur. Her friends would certainly come to the
station to see her off.  “That is a matter of no
moment,” I said.  “ At Marseilles we ean eateh an
express train, which will be nearly as good.  There
are two excellent trains; cither will do, if you have
decided to spend three days at Armance.”

She asked me if Armance were o village or o town,
and I answered, “ What matter? - -for everywhere
in ¥rance there are good beds and good food and
good wine—ay, and omelettes. We should do very
well in any villuge in the south of France for three
days. But suddenly two names eaught my eye, Ore-
lay and Verluncourt, and we agreed that we preferred
either of these names to Armance.

“Which name shall give shelter to two unfortu-
nate lovers flying in search of solitude? ™

“Orelay is a beautiful name.”

“Qrelay it shall be,” I said.  * We shall be able
to get there from Marscilles in a few hours.”

“You sce, dear, it would be impossible for me to
travel all the way to Paris—-a journcy of at least
twenty-four hours would kill me, and I'm not strong;
nothing tires me more than railway traveling. We
must stop somewhere.  Why not at Orelay?”

As this history can have only one merit, that of
absolute truth, I must confess that the subterfuge
whereby Doris sought to justify herself to herself,
delighted me. Perhaps no quality iz more human
than that of subterfuge.  Bhe might unveil her body,
but she could not unveil her soul. We may only lift
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a corner of the veil ; he who would strip human nature
naked and exhibit it displays a rattling skeleton, no
more: where there is no subterfuge there is no life.
This story will be read, no doubt, by the young
and the old, the wise and the foolish, by the temperate
and the intemperate, but the subject matter is so com-
mon to all men that it will interest every one, even
ecclesiastics, every one except certain gentlemen resid-
ing chiefly in Constantinople, whose hostility to the
lover on his errand is so well known, and so casily
understandable, that I must renounce all hope of
numbering them among the admirers of my own or
Doris’s frailty. But happily these gentlemen are
rare in England, though it is suspected that one or
two may be found among the reviewers on the staff
of certain newspapers; otherwise how shall we ac-
count for the solitary falsetto voices in the choir of
our daily and weekly press, shouting abstinence from
the housetops? But with the exception of these few
critics every onc will find pleasure in this narrative;
even in aged men and women enough sex is left to
allow them to take an interest in a love story; in these
modern days when the novel wanders even as far as
the nuns in their cells (I have good authority for
making this statement), perhaps I may be able Eo
count upon an aged Mother Abbess to be, outwardly
perbaps a disapproving, but at heart a sympathetic
reader. Indeed, I count upon the ascctic more than
upon any other class for appreciation, for the imag-
ination of those who have had no experience in love
adventures will enkindle, and they will appreciate
perhaps more intensely than any other the mental
i
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trouble that a journey to Orelay with Doris would
entail.

It would take nearly five hours according to the
time table to get from Marseilles to Orelay; and
these five hours would wear themselves wearily away
in conversation with Doris, in talking to her of every
subject except the subject uppermost in my mind.
I should have kept a notebook, just as I had arranged
to do when I thought I was going on the yachting
éxcursion among the Greek Islands with Gertrude;
but, having no notes, I can only appeal to the read-
er’s imagination. I must ask him to remember the
week of cruel abstinence I had been through, and to
take it into his consideration. My dear, dear reader,
I am sure you can see'me if you try (in your mind’s
eye, of course) walking about the corridors, secking
the guard, asking every one I meet:

“How far away are we now from Orelay? ”

“Qrelay? Nearly two hours from Orelay.”

Our heavy luggage had been sent on before, but
we had a number of dressing cases and bags with us,
and there might not be time to remove all these.
The guard, who had promised to take them out of
the carriage for us, might not arrive in time. How-
ever this might be, he was not to be found anywhere,
and I sought him how many times up and down the
long length of the train. You can see me, reader,
can you not? walking about the train, imagining all
kinds of catastrophes—that the train might break
down, or that it might not stop at Orelay; or, a still
more likely catastrophe, that the young lady might
change her mind. What if that were to happen at
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the last moment! Ab, if that were to happen I
should have perchance to throw myself out of the
train, unless peradventure I refrained for the sake
of writing the story of a lover’s deception. The
transitional stage is an intolerable one, and I won-
dered if Doris felt it as keenly, and cvery time I
passed our carriage on my way up and down in
search of the guard, I stopped a moment to study
her face; she sat with her eyes closed, perhaps doz-
ing. Xlow prosaic of her to doze on the way to
Orclay! Why was she not as agitated as I?

And the question presented itsclf suddenly, Do
women attach the same interest to love adventures as
we do? Do women ask themselves as often as we do
if God, the Devil, or Calamitous Fate will intervene
between us and our pleasure? Will it be snatched
out of our arms and from our lips? Perhaps never
before, only once in any case, did I experience an
excitement so lancinating as I experienced that day.
And as I write the sad thought floats past that such
expectations will never be my lot again. The de-
lights of the moment are perhaps behind me, but why
should I feel sad for that? Life is always beautiful,
in age as well as in youth; the old have a joy that
the youths do not know-—recollection. It is through
memory we know ourselves ; without memory it might
be said we have hardly lived at all, or only like
animals.

This is a point on which I would speak seriously
to every reader, especially to my young readers; for
it is of the utmost importance that every one should
select adventures that not only please them at the
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moment, but ean be looked back upon with admira-
tion, and for which one can offer up a mute thanks-
giving. My life would not have been complete, a
corner-stone would have been lacking if Doris had
not come to Orelay with me.  Without her I should
not have known the joy that perfect beauty gives;
that beauty which haunted in antiquity would never
have been known to me.  Bubt without more, as the
lawyers say, we will return to Doris, I axked her
if she had been asleep?  No, she had not slept, only
it rested her to keep her cyes closed, the sunlight
fatigued her. I did not like to hear her talk of
fatigue, and to hide from her what was passing in
my mind I tried to invent gome conversation.  Ore-
lay-~what a lovely name it was!  Did she think the
town would vindieate or belie its name?  She amiled
faintly and said she would not feel fatigued as soon
as she got out of the train, and there was some con-
solation in the thought that her health would not
allow her to get farther that day than Orelay.
We decided to stay at the I{dtel dex Valois. One
of the passengers had spoken to we of this hotel he
had never stayed there himwelf, but he believed it to
be an excellent hotel.  But it was not his recom-
mendation that influenced me, it was the name-—
the Hbtel des Valois. Tow splendid!  And when we
got out at Orelay I asked the porters and the
station-master if they could recommend a hotel.
No, but they agreed that the Hotel des Valois was
as good as any other. We drove there wondering
what it would be like. ¥verything had turned out
well up to the present, but everything would go for
180
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naught if the Hbtel des Valois should prove un-
worthy of its mame. And the first sight of it was
certainly disappointing. Its courtyard was insig-
nificant, only saved by a beautiful ilex tree growing
in one corner. The next moment I noticed that the
porch of the hotel was pretty and refined—a curious
porch it was, giving the hotel for a moment the look
of an cighteenth-century English country house.
There were numerous windows with small panes, and
one divined the hall beyond the porch. The hall de-
lighted us, and I said to Doris as we passed through
that the hotel must have been a nobleman’s house
some long while ago, when Orelay had a society of
its own, perhaps a language, for in the seventeenth
or the eighteenth century Provencal or some other
dialect must have been written or spoken at Orelay.
We admired the galleries overlooking the hall, and
the staircase leading to them. We seemed to have
been transported into the eighteenth century; the
atmosphere was that of a Boucher, a provincial
Boucher perhaps, but an eighteenth-century artist
for all that. The doves that crowd round Aphrodite
seemed to have led us right; and we foresaw a large
quiet bedroom with an Aubusson carpet in the mid-
dle of a parquet floor, writing-tables in the corners
of the room or in the silken-curtained windows:.
This was the kind of room I had imagined—one
as large as a drawing-room, and furnished like a
drawing-room, with sofas and arm-chairs that we
could draw around the fire, and myself and Doris
sitting there talking. Love is composed in a large
measure of desire of intimacy, and if the affection
181
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that birds experience in making their nest be not
imitated, Jove descends to the base satisfaction of
animals which merely meet in obedience to an instinet,
and separate as soon as the instinet has been served.
Birds understand love better than all animals, except
man. Who has not thought with admiration of the
weaver-birds, and of our own native wren? But
the rooms that were offercd to us corresponded in
no wise with those that we had imagined the doors
of the beautiful gallerics would lead us into. The
French words chambre meublée will convey an idea
of the rooms we were shown into; for do not the
words evoke a high bed pushed into the corner, an
cider-down on top, a tall dusty window facing the
bed, with skimpy red curtains and a vacant fireplace?
There were, no doubt, a few chairs—but what chairs !

The scene was at once tragic and comic. It was
of vital importance to myself and Doris to find a
room such as I have attempted to describe, and it was
of equal indifference to the waiter whether we did
or didn’t. The appearance of each contributed to
the character of the scene. Doris’s appearance I
have tried to make clear to the reader; mine must
be imagined ; it only remains for me to tell what the
waiter was like; an old man, short and thick, slow on
the feet from long service, enveloped in an enormous
apron; one only saw the ends of his trousers and his
head; and the head was one of the strangest ever
scen, for there was not a hair upon it; he was bald
as an egg, and his head was the shape of an egg, and
the colour of an Easter egg, a pretty pink all over,
The eyes were like o ferret’s, small and restless and
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watery, a long nose and a straight drooping chin,
and a thick provincial accent—that alone amused me.

“ Fave you no other rooms? »

 Nous n’avons que cela,”

I quote his words in the language in which they
were spoken, for I remember how brutal they seemed,
and how entircly in keeping with the character of
the room. No doubt the words will seem flat and
tame to the rcader, but they never can seem that to
me. ‘“ Nous n’avons que cela® will always be to me
as pregnant with meaning as the famous to be or not
to be. For it really amounted to that. I can see
Doris standing by me, charming, graceful as a little
Tanagra statuette, seemingly not aware of the degra-
dation that the possession of her love would mean
in such a room as that which we stood in; and I
think I can honestly say that I wished we had never
come to Orelay, that we had gone straight on to
Paris. It were better even to sacrifice her love than
that it should be degraded by vulgar circumstances;
and, instead of a holy rite, my honeymoon had come
to seem to me what the black mass must scem to the
devout Christian.

“ The rooms will look better,” Doris said, “ when
fires have been lighted, and when our bags are un-
packed. A skirt thrown over the arm of a chair
furnishes a room.”

Taking her hands in mine I kissed them, and was
almost consoled; but at that moment my eyes fell
upon the beds, and I said:

“ Those beds! O Doris, those beds! yours is no

better than mine.”
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they are wise; and aceept the nevitable wilhout a
murmur,

“ Dearest, ask the waiter to bring uys some hot
water.”

I did so, and while he was away 1 paced the room,
unable to think of anything but the high bed; it
wag Dmpossible to put out of my sight the ridieu-
lous spectacle of a couple in n night gown and py jama
suit climbing into it.  The vision of myself und
Doris lying under that cider-down, facing that tull
window, with nothing to shut out the light hut those
vulgar Juce curtains, pursued me, and I paeed the
room till the pink wailer returned with two jugs;
and then, feeling very miserable, T began to unpack
my bag without getting further than the removal of
the brushes and comb; Doris unpached n fow things,
and she washed her hands, and T thought I might
wash mine but before I had finished washing them
1 left the dreadful basin, and going to Dorix with
dripping hands I said:

“ There is very little difference in the rooms,  Pers
haps you would like to sleep in mine? ™

“I can see no difference. I think Il remain
where I am.”

Which room she slept in may seem insignificant
to the reader, but this is not so, for had we changed
rooms this story would never have been written, [
can sce myself even now walking to and fro like a
caged animal vainly seeking for a way of eacape, till
suddenly-—1iny adventure reminds me very much of
the beginning of muny romantic novels—the tapes-
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try that the wind had blown aside, the discovery of
the secret door—suddenly I discovered a door in the
wall paper; it was unlatched, and pushing through
it I descended two steps, and lo! I was in the room
of my heart’s desire; a large, richly-coloured saloon
with beautifully proportioned windows and red silk
damask curtains hanging from carved cornices, and
all the old gilding still upon them. And the silk
fell into such graceful folds that the proportions of
the windows were enhanced. And the walls were
stretched with silk of a fine romantic design, the
dominant note of which was red to match the cur-
tains. There were wall lights, and a curious old clock
on the marble chimney-piece amid branching candela-
bra. I stayed a moment to examine the clock, decid-
ing very soon that it was not of much value . . . it
was made in Marseilles a hundred years ago.

“ A beautiful room in its proportions and in its
colour,” I said, and seeing another door ajar I went
through it and discovered a bedroom likewise in red
with two beds facing cach other. The beds were
high, it is true, and a phrase from a letter I had
written to Doris, “aggressively virtuous,” rose up
in my mind as I looked upon them. But the cur-
tains hung well from les ciels de lit (one cannot say
cieux de lit, I suppose)—the English word is, I
think, * tester.”  This room is far from the bed-
room of my dreams,” I muttered, “ but & la rigueur
ga peut marcher” But pursuing my quest a little
farther, I came upon a spacious bedroom with two
windows looking out on the courtyard—a room
which would have satisfied the most imaginative
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various perfections. A great bed wide and low,
“like a battlefield as our bed should be,”™ T snid, for
the lines of the old poet were running in my hend.

“ Madame, shall we undress you for the fight ?
The wars are naked that you muke to.night.”

And, looking upon it, I stood there like one trans-
figured, filled with a great joy: for the curtains
hanging from a graceful tester like a crown would
have satisfied the painter Boucher. . o o He rurely
painted bedrooms. I do not remember any at thia
moment ; but I remember many by Fragonard, and
Fragonard would have said: * 1 huve no fault to find
with that bed™  The enrpet was not Aubusson, but
it was nevertheless o finely-designed earpet, and its
colour wag harmonious ; the sofa was shapely enough,
and the Louis XVI. arm-chairs were filled with deep
cushions. I turned to the toilet-table fearing it
might prove an incongruity, but it was in perfect
kecping with the room, and I begnn at once to look
forward to sccing it laid out with all the manifold
ivories and silver of Doris’s dressing-cane,

Tmagine my flight, denr reader, if you ean, back
to Doris, whom I had left trying to mueke the best
of that miserable square room: more like a prison
cell than a bedroom.

“ What is the matter, deareat?” she asked,

RBut without answering her I said, * Give me your
hand,” and led her #8 a prince leads his betrothed,
in a fairy tale, through the richly-coloured salon,
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lingering a moment for her to admire it, and then
I took her through my room, the double-bedded room,
saying: “ All this is nothing ; wait till you sec your
room.”  And Doris paused overcome by the beauty
of the bed, of the curtains fulling from the tester
graccfully as laburnum or acacia branches in June.

“The rooms are beautiful, but a little cheerless.”

“ Doris, Doris, you don’t deserve to lic there!
The windows of course must be opened, fresh air
must be let in, and fires must be lighted. But think
of you and me sitting here side by side talking be-
fore our bedtime.”

Fires were lighted quickly, servants came in bear-
ing candeclabra in their hands, and among them, and
with Doris by my side, I imagined myself a prince,
for who 18 a prince but he who possesses the most
desirable thing in the world, who finds himself in the
most delectable circumstances? And what circum-
stance is more delightful than sitting in a great
shadowy bedroom, watching the logs burning, shed-
ding their grateful heat through the room, for the
logs that were brought to us, as we soon discovered,
were not the soft wood grown for consumption in
Parisian hotels; the logs that warmed our toes in
Orclay were dense and hard as iron, and burned like
coal, only more fragrantly, and very soon the bare-
ness of the room disappeared; a petticoat, as Doris
had said, thrown over a chair gives an inhabited look
to a room at once; and the contents of her dressing-
case, as I anticipated, took the room back to one
hundred years ago, when some great lady sat there
in a flowered silk gown before one of those inlaid
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dressing tables, filled with pigments and powders snd
glasses.

There was one of those tables in the room, and T
drew it from the corner and raised its lid, the lid
with the looking-glass in it. And I liked the un-
packing of her dressing-case, the discovery of a
multitude of things for bodily use, the various
sponges; the flat sponge for the face, the round
sponge for the body, and the little sponges; all the
scissors and the powder for the nails, and the scents,
the soft silks, the lace scarfs, and the long silk
nightgown soon to droop over her shoulders. My
description by no means exhausts the many things
she produced from her dressing-case and bags, nor
would the most complete catalogue convey an im-
pression of Doris’s cleanliness of her little body!
One would have to sce her arranging her things,
with her long curved hands and almond nails care-
fully cut—they were her immediate care, and many
powders and ointments and polishers were called into
requisition. Some reader will ery that all this is
most unimportant, but he is either hypocritical or
stupid, for it is only with scent and silk and artifices
that we raise love from an instinct to a passion.

“I am longing,” said Doris, ** to see that beautiful
red drawing-room with all the candelabra lighted and
half a dozen logs blazing on the hearth, It is ex-
traordinary how cold it is.”

To procure an impartial mind, bodily case is neces-
sary, and we sat on either side of a aplendid fire
warming our toes. At the bottom of his heart every
Christinn feels, though he may not care to admit it
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in these modern days, that cvery attempt to make
love a beautiful and pleasurable thing is a return to
paganism.  In his eyes the only excuse for man’s
love of woman is that without it the world would
come to an end. 'Why he should consider the end
of the world a misfortune I have never been able to
find out, for if his creed be a true onc the principal
use of this world is to supply Ilell with fuel. He
is never weary of telling us that very few indeed may
hope to get to Ieaven.

“ But I'rance is not a Christian country, and yet
you sce the high bed has not become extinet,” said
Doris.

Doris, who was doubtless fecling a little tired, sat
looking into the fire. Her attitude encouraged rev~
erie; dream linked into dream till at last the chain
of dreams was broken by the entrance of the pink
waiter bringing in our dinner. In the afternoon I
had called him an imbecile, which made him very
angry, and he had explained that he was not an
imbecile, but if I hurried him he lost his head alto-
gether,  Of course one is sorry for spenking rudely
to o waiter; it is a shocking thing to do, and noth-~
ing but the appearance of the bedroom we were
shown into would excuse me. Ilis garrulousncss,
which was an Irritation in the afternoon, was an
amusement as he laid the cloth and told me the bill
of faure; morcover, I had to consult him about the
wine, and I liked to hear him telling me in his strong
Southern accent of a certain wine of the country,
as good as Pomard and as strong, and which would
be known all over the world, only it did not bear
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transportation. Remembering how tired we were,
and the verse-—

“ Quand on boit du Pomard on devient bon on aime,
On devient aussi bon que le Pomard Jui-méme—"

we drank, hoping that the wine would awaken us.
But the effect of that strong Southern wine seemed
to be more lethargic than exhilarating, and when
dinner was over and we had returned to our seats
by the fireside we were too weary to talk, and too
nervous.

The next morning, the coffee and the rolls and butter
were ready before Doris, and the vexation of seeing the
breakfast growing cold was recompensed by the pleasure
of teasing her, urging her to pass her arms into her
dressing-gown, to come as she was, it did not matter
what she had on underneath. The waiter did not
count; he was not a man, he was a waiter, a pink crea-
ture, pinker than anything in the world, except a baby’s
bottom, and looking very like that.

“ Hasten, dear, hasten!* and I went back to the
salon and engaged in chatter with the old provincial,
my English accent contrasting strangely with his.
It was the first time X had heard the Southern ac-
cent. At Plessy I had heard all accents, Swiss, Ger-
man, Italian; there was plenty of Parisian accent
there, and I had told a Parisian flower-woman, whose
husband was a Savoyard, that I declined to believe
any more in the Southern accent “ C’est une blague
qu’on m’a faite”; but at Orelay I had discovered
the true accent, and I listened to the old man for the
sake of hearing it. He was asking me for my ap-
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preciation of the wine we had drunk last night when
Doris entered in a foamy white dressing-gown.

“You liked the wine, dear, didn’t you? e wants
to know if we will have the same wine for twelve-
o’clock breakfast.”

“Dear me, it’s eleven o'clock now,” Doris an-
swered, and she looked at the waiter.

“ Monsieur and Madame will go for a little walk;
perhaps you would like to breakfast at one? ”

We agreed that we could not breakfast before one,
and our waiter suggested o visit to the cathedral—
it would fill up the time pleasantly and profitably ;
but Doris, when she had had her coffee, wanted to
sit on my knee and to talk to me; and then there
was a piano, and she wanted to play me some things,
or rather I wanted to hear her. But the piano was
a poor one; the notes did not come back, she said,
and we talked for some hours without perceiving that
the time was passing. After lunch the waiter again
inquired if we intended to go for a little walk; there
were vespers about four in the cathedral.

“ Tt would do Monsicur and Madame good.”

“The walk or the cathedral? ” we inquired, and,
a little embarrassed, the old fellow began to tell us
that be had not been to the cathedral for some years,
but the last time he was there he had been much
impressed by the darkness. It was all he could do
to find his way from pillar to pillar; be had nearly
fallen over the few knecling women who crouched
there listening to the clergy intoning Latin verses.
According to his account there were no windows any-~
where except high up in the dome. And leaning his
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hands on the table, looking like all the waiters that
ever existed or that will ever exist, his fablier, reach-
ing nearly to his chin, upheld by strings passed over
the shoulders, he told us that it was impossible to
see what was happening in the chancel ; but there had
seemed to be a great number of clergy seated in
the darkness at the back, for one heard voices behind
the tall pieces of furniture singing Latin verses;
one only heard the terminations of the words, an
“us > and a “ noster,”” and words ending in “e,” and
the organ always coming in a little late.

“ My good man,” I said, “ your description leaves
nothing to be desired. Why should I go to the
cathedral unless to verify your impressions? I am
sure the service is exactly as you describe it, and I
would not for the world destroy the picture you
have evoked of those forgotten priests intoning their
vespers in the middle of the gramte church behind
a three-branched candlestick.”

The poor man left the room very much dlscon-
certed, feeling, Doris said, as if he had lost one of
the forks.

“Thank Heaven that matter is done with—a
great weight is off my mind.”

“But there is the museum. You would like to
see that? ” said Doris, and a change came into my
face.

“ Well, Doris, the waiter has told us that there is
a celebrated study.by David in the museum, ¢ The
Nymph of Orelay.’” .

“But, dear one, am I.not your nymph of Ore-
lay? > and Doris slipped on her knees and put her
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arms about mec. — yvul 1 not 4do as well as the
painted creature in the museum? ”

“Far better,” I said, “ far better. Now we are
free, Doris, freed from the cathedral and from the
museum. All the day belongs to us, and to-morrow
we may pass as we like.”

“ And so we will,” Doris said meditatively; and
so we did, dear reader, and I consider the time was
well spent, for by so doing we avoided catching cold,
a thing casy to do when a mistral is blowing. It
was not until the following evening we remembered
that time was always on the wing, that our little
bags would have to be packed. Next morning we
were going.

“ Going away by the train,” Doris said regret-
fully. “Would we were going away in a carriage!
We shall leave Orelay knowing nothing of it but this
suite of apartments,”

“There is no reason why we should not drive,”
and I stopped packing my bag, and stood looking
at her.

“I wonder if we should have stayed threc days
if we had not discovered these rooms? Dear one,
I think X should not have meant so much to you in
those humbler rooms: you attach much importance
to these cornices and hangings.”

“T should have loved you always, Doris, but I
think I can love you better here,” and with our
bags in our hands we wandered from the bedroom
into the drawing-room and stood admiring its by-
gone splendour. ¢ Doris, dear, you must play me
¢The Nut Bush.’ I want to hear it on that old
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strange red country grey with olives, olive orchards
extending 1o the very foot of the mountains, and
mingling with the pine treex deseending the slopes,”

“The slopes!™ 1 sakd, ** the precipitous sides of
that high roek! Shall T ever forget it, beginning
like the tail of a lon and vising up to the shy, tower-
ingr above the level nndseape like aosphins™

*Lhe drive would be delightful!™

“And it would be a continuation of the romance
of the old Empire drawing room, A post chaise
would be the thing if we enuld diseover one.”

Sometimes Nature secius Lo conspire to earrey out
an iden, and though no veritable post chudse of old
time was discovered in the conch house behind the
courtyard in which the ilex trees flourished, we hap-
pened to eateh sight of n carringe some twenty-five
or thirly years old, a cumbersone old thing hung
upon ¢ springs, of the sccurity of which the conch-
man secmed donbtful, e spoke dispnesgingly, tells
ing us that the proprictor had been trying to sell it,
hut no one would buy it, a0 heavy was it on the
horses’ backs, 850 out of fushion one was ashamed to
go out in it.  The conclunan’s notions of beauty did
not concern us, but Doris drended lest one of the
wheels should come off 3 however, on exnmination it
was found to be roadwarthy, and I said to Daoris as
I helped her into it:

“If it be no post-chaise, at all events ladies wear-
ing crinolines have snt inside it, that is certain, and
gentlemen wearing peg-top trousers with braid upon
themm,  Good God, Doris, if you were to wear a
crinoling I should love you beyond hope of repeat-
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ance. Don’t I remember when I was a boy every
one wore white stockings; I had only heard of black
ones, and I always hoped to meet a lady wearing
black stockings . . . now my hope is to meet one
wearing white.””’

“ We might have searched the town for a crinoline
and a pair of white stockings.”

“Yes, and I might have discovered a black silk
stock. I wonder how I should have looked in it.
Doris,” I said, “we have missed the best part of
our adventure. We forgot to dress for the part we
are playing, the lovers of Orelay.”

‘Who will disagree with me when I say that no ad-
venture is complete unless it necessitates an amount
of ceremonial, the wearing of wigs, high bodices,
stockings, and breeches? Every one likes to dress
himself up, whether for a masquerade ball or to be
enrolled in some strange order. Have you, reader,
ever seen any one enrolled in any of these orders?
If you have, you will excuse the little comedy and
believe it to be natural—the comedy that Doris and
I played in the old carriage driving from Orelay to
Verlancourt, where we hoped to breakfast.

We could hardly speak for excitement. Doris
thought of how she would look in a crinoline, and
I remembered the illustrations in an early edition of
Balzac of which I am the happy possessor. How
nice the men looked in the light trousers and the
black stockings of the period; and crossing my legs
I followed with interest the line of my calf. Some-
body did that in “ Les Illusions Perdues.” She and
I lay back thinking which story in *“ The Human

197




MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD LIFE

Comedy ™ was the most applicadle to our case; and
the only one we could think of was when Madame
Bargeton, a provinein] blue-stocking, eft Angou-
ltme for Paris with Lucien de Rubempré, There
were no railways in the forties; they must have tray-
clled in a post-chaise.  Yes, I remaember their jour-
ney, faintly it is true, but I remember it Muadame
Bargeton was a woman of five-amd thivty at least,
and Doris was much younger. Lucien was only one-
and-twenty, and even at that time I was more than
that. The names of these people and of the people
they met at the theatre and in the Tuilerien Gardens
~Rastignae, Madame d'Fspard, the Diuchens of
Chaulieu, Madame de Rochefide, and Cannlis ~earried
my mind back from erinolines and white stockings,
from peg-top trousers snd braided coats, to the alim
trousers that were almost hreeches and to the high-
breasted gowns of the Restoration, Our mothers
and fathers wore the crinolines and the peg-top
trousers, and our gramifathers the tight trousers
and the black silk stocks.  The remewbrance of these
costumes filled me with a tenderness and o melan-
choly T could not subdue, and I could sce that Doria
was thinking of the same subjeet an myself,

We were thinking of that subject which interested
men before history begun, the mutability of huwan
things, the vanishing of generations.  Young an she
was, Doris was thinking of death; nor is it the least
extraordinary she should, for as soon as any one has
reached the age of reflection the thought of death
may come upon him at any moment, though he be
in the middle of a ballroom or lying in the arms of
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his mistress. If the scene be a ballroom he has only
to look outside, and the night will remind him that
in a few years he will enter the cternal night; or if
the scene be a bedroom the beautiful face of his
mistress may perchance remind him of another whose
face was cqually beautiful and who is now under
the carth; lesser things will suffice to recall his
thoughts from life to death, a rose petal falling on
a marble table, a dead bird in the path as he walks
in his garden.  And after the thought of death the
most familiar thought is the decay of the bodily
vesture.  The first grey hair may scem to us an
amusing accident, but very few years will pass before
another and yet another appear, and if these do not
succced in reminding us that decay has begun, a
black speck on a tooth cannot fail to do so; and
when we go to the dentist to have it stopped we have
begun to repair artificially the falling structure.
The activity of youth soon passes, and its slender-
ness. I remember still the shock I felt on hearing
an athlete say that he could no longer run races of
a hundred yards; he was half a sccond or a quarter
of a sccond slower than he was last year. X looked
at him saying, “ But you are only one-and-twenty,”
and he answered, “Yes, that is it A football
player I belicve is out of date at cight-and-twenty.
Out of date! What a pathos there is in the words
—out of date! Suranné, ss the French say. How
are we to render it in linglish? By the beautiful
but artificial word ¢ yester-year”?  Yester-year
perhaps, for a sorrow clings about it; it conveys a
sense of autumn, of “the long decline of roses.”
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There s something  ghostlike in the out-of-dute,
The landseape about Plessy had transported us back
into antiquity, making ux drenm of nymphs and
dryads, but the gilt cornices and dwmush hangings
and the salon at Orelay had wade us dreeun of a
generation ago, of the youth of our parents.  An-
cient conveys no personal menning, but the out.of -
date transports us, as it were, to the steen of the
vessel, throws us into o mournful attitwde ;s we loun
our heads upon our hands md, Iooking haek, we see
the white wake of the vessel with shores sinking in
the horizon and the erents of the mountains passing
away into the clouds,

While musing vn these abstract questions raised
by my remark that we had not nunaged our adven-
tare properly, since we hd forgotten to provide
ourselves with proper costumes, the present suddenly

thrust itself upon me.

“Good God!™ 1 snid te Doris, et us look baek,
for we shall never see Orelny ngain!™ and shie from
one window, and I from the other, saw the apives of
Oreluy for the last thne. We could not tear our
selves away, but fortunately the rond turned; Orelny
was blotted out from our sight for ever, and we sank
back to remember that a certuin portion of our Jives
was over and done, a beautiful part of our lives had
been thrown into the void, into the great rubble-heap
of cmotions that had been lived through, that are
no more,

“Of what are you thinking, dear? You have
been far away. This is the first time we have been
sepurated, and we are not yet five miles from Orelay.”
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“Five miles! Ab, if it werc only five!”

We did not speak for a long time, and watching
the midday sun, I thought that peradventure it was
not farther from us than yesterday. Were I to say
so to Doris she would answer, “ It will be the same
in Paris,” but if she did it would be the first false-
hood she had told me, for we both knew that things
are mever the same; things change—for better or
worse, but they change.

This last sentence seems to me somewhat trite, and
if T were to continue this story any further my pen
would run into many other superficial and facile ob-
servations, for my mind is no longer engrossed with
the story. I no longer remember it; I do not mean
that I do not remember whether we got to Verlan-
court, whether we had breakfast, or whether we drove
all the way to Paris with rclays of horses. I am
of course quite certain about the facts: we break-
fasted at Verlancourt, and after breakfast we asked
the coachman whether he would care to go on to
Paris with us; he raised his eyes—* The carriage is
a very old one, surely, Monsieur ?”  Doris and I
laughed, for, truth to tcll, we had been so abominably
shaken that we were glad to exchange the picturesque
old coach of our fathers’ gencration for the train.

These stories are memories, not Inventions, and an
account of the duys I spent in Paris would interest
nobody ; all the details are forgotten, and invention
and remembrance do not agree any better than the
goat and the cabbage. So, omitting all that does
not interest me—and if it does not interest me how
can it interest the reader?—I will tell merely that
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my adventure with Doris was barren of senndal or
unpleasant consequences.  Her mother, a denr un-
suspicious woman— whether her eredulity  was the
depth of folly or the depth of wisdom T know not;
there are many such mothers, my hlessing he upon
them -took charge of her daughter, nnd Duoris and
her mother returned to England, T am afeaid that
when I confess that T did not xpesk to Doris of wmnr-
ringe I ghall forfeit the good opinion of my reader,
who will, of course, think that n love story with such
an agreenble erenture as Doris werited o Lifetime of
devotion; but I pray the render to diseover an ex-
cuse for me in the fact that Doris had told me when
we were ab Plessy that there was no question of her
warrying any one but Albert. Had she not sneri-
ficed the great love of her life in order that she might
remain constant to Albert?  Inx it to be expected,
then, that having done that, she would put Albert
agide and throw her lot in with nine?  She might
have done thisg wen and women aet inconsequently.
Having on one oceasion refused to drop the mutton
chop for the shadow, on the next ocension they would
drop it for the shadow of the shadow ; but Doris was
made of sterner stuffy amnd some months afterwards
she wrote me a stendy, sensible little letter telling me
that she wan going to be marricd, snd that it seemed
to her quite natural that she should marey Albert.
Years have prased away, and nothing has happened
to lead me to believe that she has ot proved a true
and loving wife.  Albert han alwnys told me that he
found all the qualitien in her which he had fore-
seen from the first time he looked upon her pretty,
' 208



THE LOVERS OF ORELAY

sparkling face. Frown not, reader; accuse me not
of superficial cynjcism! Albert is part of the
world’s inheritance. You may be Albert yourself—
every one has been or will be Albert; Albert is in us
all, just as X am in you all. Doris, too, is in you,
dear lady who sit reading my book—Doris my three-
days mistress at Oreclay, and Doris the faithful
spousc of Albert for twenty years in a lonely London
suburb.

Study and boudoir would like to know if Doris
had any children. About two years afterwards I
heard that she was ‘“expecting.” The word came
up spontancously in my mind, perhaps because I had
written it in the beginning of the story. Reader, do
you remember in ‘Massimilla Doni” how Balzac,
when he came to the last pages, declares that he dare
not tell you the end of the adventure. One word, he
says, will suffice for the worshippers of the ideal—
Massimilla Doni was “ expecting.” I have not read
the story for many years, but the memory of it
shines in my mind bright—well, as the morning
star; and I looked up this last paragraph when I
began to write this story, but had to excuse myself
for not translating it, my pretext being that I was
baffled by certain grammatical obscurities, or what
seemed to me such. X scemed to understand and to
admire it all till X came to the line that “ les peuplades
de cent cathédrales gothigues (which might be ren-
dered as the figured company of a hundred Gothic
cathedrals), “ tout le peuple des figures qui brisent
leur forme pour wvenir & wous, artistes compréhensifs,
toutes ces angéliques filles incorporelles accoururent
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autour du lit de Massimilla, et y pleurérent!” What
puzzles me is why statues should break their forms
(form I suppose should be translated by mould)—
break their moulds—the expression seems very inade-
quate—break their moulds “in order to go to you,
great imaginative artists.” How could they break
their moulds or their forms to go to the imaginative
artists, the mould or the form being the gift of the
imaginative artists? I should have understood Bal-
zac better if he had said that the statues escape from
their niches and the madonnas and the angels from
their frames to gather round the bed of Massimilla
to weep. . Balzac’s idea seems to have got a little
tangled, or maybe I am stupid to-day. However,
here 1s the passage:

“Les péris, les ondines, les fées, les sylphides du
vieux temps, les muses de la Gréce, les vierges.de
marbre de la Certosa di Pavia, le Jour et la Nuit de
Michel Ange, les petits anges que Bellini le premier
mit au bas des tableaux d’église, et que Raphatl a
faits si divinement au bas de la vierge au donataire, et
de la madone qui géle & Dresde, les délicieuses filles
d’Orcagna, dans Péglise de San-Michele & Florence,
les choeurs célestes du tombeau de Saint Sébald a
Nuremberg, quelques vierges du Duomo de Milan,
les peuplades de cent cathédrales gothiques, tout le
peuple des figures qui brisent leur forme pour venir
a vous, artistes compréhensifs, toutes ces angéliques
filles incorporelles accoururent autour du lit de
Massimilla, et y pleurdrent.”
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CHAPTER IX
IN THE LUXEMBOURG GARDENS

THERE was a time when my dream was not litera-
ture, but painting; and I remember an American
giving me a commission to make a small copy of
Ingres’s “ Perseus and Andromeda,” and myself sit-
ting on a high stool in the Luxembourg, trying to
catch the terror of the head thrown back, of the
arms widespread, chained to the rock, and the beauty
of .the foot advanced to the edge of the sea. - Since
my copying days the picture has been transferred to
the Louvre.- What has become of my copy, whether
I, ever finished it and received the money I had been
promised, matters very little. Memories of an art
that one has abandoned are not pleasant memories.
Maybe the poor thing is in some Western state
where the people are ignorant enough to accept it
as a sketch for the original picture. My hope is
that it has drifted away, and become part of the
world’s rubbish and dust. But why am I thinking
of it at all? Only because a more interesting memory
hangs upon it.

After working at it all one morning, I left the
museum feeling half satisfied with my drawing, but
dreading the winged monster that awaited me after
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ancn. Ain Those days 1 wag poor, LLOUgh el 100
the Quarter. X moved in a socicty of art students,
and we used to meet for breakfast in a queer little
café; the meal cost us about a shilling. On my re-
turn from this café soon after twelve—I had break-
fasted carly that morning—I remember how, over-
come by a sudden idlencss, X could not go back to my
work, and feeling that I must watch the birds and
the sunlight (they seemed to understand cach other
so well), I threw myself on a bench and began to
wonder if there was anything better in the world
worth doing than to sit in an alley of elipped limes,
smoking, thinking of Paris and of mysclf.

Every one, or nearly every one, except perhaps
the upper classes, whose ideas of Paris are the prin-
cipal boulevards~—the Rue de Rivoli, the Rue de la
Paix—knows the Luxcmbourg Gardens; and watch-
ing April playing and listening to water trxcklmg
from a vase that a great stone Neptune held in his
arms at the end of the alley, my thoughts embraced
not only the garden, but all I know of Paris, of the
old city that lics far away behind the Hotel de Ville
and behind the Boulevard St. Antoine. I thought
of a certain palace now a muscum, ravely visited,
of its finely proportioned eourtyard decorated with
bas-reliefs by Jean Goujon. I had gone there a
week ago with Mildred; but finding she had never
heard of Madame de Sévigné, and did not care
whether she had lived in this palace or another, I
spoke to her of the Place des Vosges, saying we might
go there, hoping that she would feel interested in it
because it had once been the habitation of the old
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French nobility. As I spoke, its colour rose up be-
fore my eyes, pretty tones of yellow and brown brick,
the wrought-iron railings and the high-pitched roofs
and the slim chimneys. As I walked beside her I
tried to remember if there were any colonnades. It
is strange how one forgets; yes, and how one remem-
bers. The Place des Vosges has always seemed to me
something more than an exhibition of the most beau-
tiful domestic architecture in France. The mind of
a nation shapes itself, like rocks, by a process of slow
accumulation, and it takes centuries to gather to-
gether an idea so characteristic as the Place des
Vosges. One cannot view it—I cannot, at least—
without thinking of the great monarchical centuries,
and of the picturesque names which I have learned
from Balzac’s novels and from the history of France.
In his “Etude de Catherine de Médicis,” Balzac
speaks of Madame de Sauve, and I am sure she must
have lived in the Place des Vosges. Monsieur de Mon-
tresser might have occupied a flat on the first floor.
Le Comte Bouverand de la Loyére, La Marquise
d’Osmond, Le Comte de Coétlogon, La Marquise de
Villefranche, and Le Duc de Cadore, and many other
names rise up in my mind, but I will not burden this
story with them. I suppose the right thing to do
would be to find out who had lived in the Place des
Vosges; but the search, I am afraid, would prove
tedious and perhaps not worth the trouble. For if
none of the bearers of the names I have mentioned
lived in the Place des Vosges, it is certain that others
bearing equally noble names lived there.

Its appearance is the same to-day as it was in the
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seventeenth century, but it is now inhabited by the
small tradespeople of the Quarter; the last great
person who lived there was Vietor Iugo: his house
has been converted into a museum, and it is there
that the most interesting relies of the great poct
arce stored. I unburdened my mind to Mildred, and
my enthusinsm enkindled in her an interest sufficient
to induce her to go there with me, for I could not
forgo a companion that day, though she was far
from being the ideal companion for such sentimnental
prowling as mine. Afterwards we visited Notre
Dame together, and the quays, and the old strects;
but Mildred lacked the historieal sense, I am afraid,
for as we returned in the glow of the sunset, when
the monumented Seine is most beautiful, she said
that Paris wasn’t bad for an old city, and it was the
memory of this somewhat erude remark that eaused
a smile to light up my lips as 1 looked down the
dark green alley through which the April sunlight
flickered.

But I did not think long of her: my attention was
distracted by the beauty of a line of masonry striking
across the pale spring sky, tender as a fnded eigh-
teenth-century silk, only the blue was a young blue
like that of a newly opened flower; and it seemed to
me that I could deteet in the clouds going by, great
designs for groups and single figures, and I com-
pared this aerial sculpture with the sculpture on the
roofs. In every angle of the palnce there are statues,
and in every corner of the gardens one finds groups
or single figures.  Ancient Rome had sixty thou-
sand statucs—a statue for every thirty-three or
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thirty-four inhabitants; in Paris the proportion of
statues to the people is not so great, still there are
a great many; no city has had so many since an-
tiquity ; and that is why Paris always reminds me of
those great days of Greece and Rome when this
world was the only world.

When onc tires of watching the sunlight there is
no greater delight than to become absorbed in the
beauty of the balustrades, the stately flights of steps,
the long avenues of clipped limes, the shapely stone
basins, cvery one monumented in some special way.
““ ITow shapcly these gardens are,” I said, and I fell
to dreaming of many rocky hills where, at the en-
trance of cool caves, a Neptune lies, a vase in his
arms with water flowing from it. Yesterevening I
walked in these gardens with a sculptor; together
we pondered Carpeau’s fountain, and, after admir-
ing Frémict’s horses, we went to Watteau’s statue,
appropriately placed in a dell, among greenswards
like those he loved to paint. At this moment my
meditation was broken.

X thought I should find you in the museum paint-
ing, but here you are, idling in this pretty alley, and
in the evening you’ll tell us you've been working all
day.”

“Will you come for a walk?” I said, thinking
that the gardens might interest her, and, if they
did not, the people we should meet could not fail
to amuse her. It was just the time to see the man
who came every morning to feed the sparrows; he
had taught them to take bread from his lips, and I
thought that Mildred would like to see the funny
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little birds hopping about his fect, so quaint, so full
of themselves, seeming to know all about it.  "Then
if we had luck we might meet Robin Hood, for in
those days a man used to wander in the gardens wear-
ing the costume of the outlaw, and armed with a bow
and quiver. The strange folk one meets in the Lux-
embourg Gardens are part of their charm. Had I
not once met a man in armour, not plate, hut the
beautiful chain armour of the thirteeath century,
sitting on a bench eating his luncly, his helet benide
him ?-—a model no doubt come from n studio for the
Iunch hour, or maybe he was an exalté or a fumist;
a very innocent fumist if he were one, not one of the
Quarter certainly, for even the youngest among we
would know that it would take more than a suit of
armour to astonish the frequenters of the gardens.
As we came down a flight of steps we met an old man
and his wife, an aged couple nearly seventy years of
age, playing football, and the gambols of this an-
cient pair in the pretty April sunlight were pathetic
to watch. I called her attention to them, telling
her that in anothep part of the garden three old
women came to dance; but seeing that Mildred was
not interested, X took the first opportunity to talk
of something else. She was more interested in the
life of the Quarter, in le bal Bullier, in my stories
of grisettes and students; and I noticed that she
considered every student as he passed, his slim body
buttoned tightly in & long frock-coat, with hair
flowing over his shoulders from under his slouched
hat, just as she had considered each man on board
the boat & week ago as we crossed from Folkestone
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to Boulogne. We had met on the boat; I noticed
her the moment I got on board; her quiet, neat
clothes were unmistakably French, though not the
florid Trench clothes Englishwomen so often buy
and wear so badly. The stays she had on I thought .
must be one of those little ribbon stays with very
few bones, and as she walked up and down she kept
pressing her leather waistband still more neatly into
its place, looking first over one shoulder and then
over the other. She reminded me of a bird, so quick
were her movements, and so alert.  She was nice-
looking, not cxactly pretty, for her lips were thin,
her mouth too tightly closed, the under lip almost
disappearing, her eyes sloped up very much at the
corners, and her cyebrows were black, and they
nearly met.

The next time I saw her she was beside me at dinner
—we had come by chance to the same hotel, a small
hotel in the Rue du Bac. Iler mother was with her,
an clderly, sedate Englishwoman, to whom the girl
talked very afFectionately, “ Yes, dearcst mamma
 No, dearcst mamma.” She had a gay voice, though
she never scemed to laugh or joke; but her face had
a sad cxpression, and she sighed continually. After
dinner her mother went to the piano and played with
a great deal of accent and noise the * Brooklyn Cake
Walk.”

“We used to dance that at Nice. Oh, dear
mamma, do you remember that lovely two-step? ”

Her mother nodded and smiled, and began play-
ing a Beethoven sonata, but she had not played many
bars before her daughter said:
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“ Now, mother, don’t play any more; come and
talk to us.”

I asked her if she did not like Becthoven. She
shrugged her shoulders; an expression of irritation
came into her face. She cither did not want to talk
of Beethoven then, or she was incapable of forming
any opinion about him, and, judging from her inter-
est in the “ Brooklyn Cake Walk,” I said:

“The Cake Walk is gayer, isn’t it? "

The sarcasm scemed lost upon her; she sat look-
ing at me with a vague expression in her eyes, and
I found it impossible to say whether it was indiffer-
ence or stupidity.

“Mildred plays Beethoven beautifully, My
danghter loves music. She plays the violin better
than anybody you ever heard in your life.”

“Well, she must play very well indeed, for I've
heard Sarasate and——-""

“If Mildred would only practise,” and she pressed
her daughter to play something for me.

“I haven’t got my keys—they’re upstairs. No,
mother . . . leave me alone; I'm thinking of other
things.”

Her mother went back to the piano and continued
the sonata., Mildred looked at me, shrugged her
shoulders, and then turned over the illustrated
papers, saying they were stupid. We began to talk
about foreign travel, and I learned that she and her
mother spent only a small part of every year in
England, She liked the Continent much better;
English clothes werce detestable; English pictures
she did not know anything about, but suspected they
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must be pretty bad, or clse why had I come to France
to paint? She admitted, however, she had met some
nice Englishmen, but Yankces—oh! Yankees! There
was one at Biarritz. Do you know Biarritz? No, nor
Ttaly. Italians are nice, are they not? There was
one at Canncs.

“ Don’t think I’'m not interested in hearing about
pictures, because X am, but X must Jook at your ring,
it’s so like mine. This one was given to me by an
Irishman, who said the curse of Moreen Dhu would
be upon me if I gave it away.”

“But who is Moreen Dhu? I never hcard of
her.”

“You mustn’t ask me; I’'m not a bit an intelligent
woman. People always get sick of me if they sce
me two days running.”

“I doubt very much if that is true. If it were
you wouldn’t say it.”

“Why not? I shouldn’t have thought of saying
it if it weren’t true.”

Next evening at dinner I noticed that she was
dressed more carefully than usual; she wore a cream-
coloured gown with a cerise waistband and a cerise
bow at the side of her neck. I noticed, too, that she
talked less; she scemed preoccupied. And after
dinner she scemed anxious; I could not help thinking
that she wished her mamma away, and was searching
for an cxcuse to send her to bed.

“ Mamma, dear, won’t you play us the ¢ Impas-
sionata’?

“ But, Milly dear, you know quite well that I can’t
play it.”
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Mamma was nevertheless persuaded to play not
only the “ Impassionata ” but her entire repertoire.
She was not allowed to leave the piano, and had be-
gun to play Sydney Smith when the door opened, and
a man'’s face appeared for a second. Remembering
her interest in men, I said:

“Did you sec that man? What a nice, fresh-
looking young man!”

She put her finger on her lip, and wrote on a piece
of paper:

“ Not a word. Ic¢'s my fiancé, and mother doesn’t
know he’s here.  She does not approve; he hasn't a
bean.” . . . * Thank you, mother, thank you; you
played that sonata very nicely.”

“Won't you play, my dear? ™

“ No, mother dear, U'm feeling rather tired; we've
had a long day.”

And the two bade me good-night, leaving me
alone in the sitting-room to finish a letter. But
I had not quite got down to the signature when
she came in looking very agitated, even a little
frightened.

“Jen't it awful? » she snid. “ T wax in the dining-
room with my flancé, and the waiter caught us kiss-
ing. I had to beg of him not to tell mamma, e
said ¢ Foi de gentilhomme,' so I suppose it's all right.”

“Why not have your flaneé in here? I'm going
to bed.”

“Oh, no, T wouldn’t think of turning you out.
Il see him in my bedroom; it's safer, and if one's
conscience is clear it doesn’t matter what people
say.”
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A few days afterwards, as I was slinging my paint-
box over my shoulders, I heard some one stop in the
passage, and speaking to me through the open door
she said:

“You were so awfully decent the other night
when Donald looked in. X know you will think it
check ; I am the most impudent woman in the world ;
but do you mind my telling mamma that I am going
to the Louvre with you to sce the pictures? You
won’t give me away, will you? »

“I never split on any one.”

“ My poor darling ought to go back. He’s away
from the office without leave, and he may get the
sack; but he’s going to stay another night. Can
you come now? Mamma is in the salon. Come just
to say a word to her and we will go out together.
Donald is waiting at the corner.”

Next morning as I was shaving I heard a knock
at my door.

“ Entré!”

“Oh, I beg your pardon, but I didn’t ‘want to
miss you. I’ll wait for you in the salon.”

When I came downstairs she showed me a wedding
ring. She had married Donald, or said she had.

“Oh, I am tired. T hate going to the shops, and
now mamma wants me to go shopping with her.
Can’t you stay and talk to me, and later on we might
sncak out together and go somewhere? . . . Are you
painting to-day? ”

“Well, no, ’'m going to a muscum a long way
from here. I have never seen Madame de Sévigné’s

house.”
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“Who is she?”
 “The woman who wrote the famous letters.”

“Y am afraid I shall only bore you, because I can’t
talk about books.”

“You had better come; you can’t stay in this hotel
by yourself all the morning.”

There was some reason which I have forgotten
why she could not go out with Donald, and I sup-
pose it was my curiosity in all things human that
persuaded me to yield to her desire to accompany
me, though, as I told her, I was going to visit Ma-
dame de Sévigné's house. The reader doubtless
remembers that we visited not only Madame de
Sévigné's house, but also Vietor Iuge's in the Place
des Vosges, and perhaps her remark as we returned
home in the evening along the quays, that * Paris
wasn’t bad for an old eity,” has not yet slipped out
of the reader’s memory. For it was a strange re-
mark, and one could hardly hear it without fecling
an interest in the speakers at least, that was how I
felt. It was that remark that drew my atteation to
ber again, and when we stopped before the door of
our hotel, I remembered that I had spent the day
talking to her about things that could have no mean-
ing for her. Madame de Sévigné and Jean Goujon,
old Paris and its associated ideas could have been
studied on another occasion, but an opportunity of
studying Mildred might never oceur again. 1 was
dining out that evening; the next day I did not see
her, and the day after, as I sat in the Luxembourg
Gardens, beguiled from my work by the pretty April
sunlight and the birds in the alley (I have spoken
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alrcady of these things), as I sat admiring them, a
thought of Mildred sprang into my mind, a sudden
fear that I might never sce her again; and it was
just when I had begun to feel that I would like to
walk about the gardens with her that I heard her
voice. These coincidences often occur, yet we always
think them strange, almost providential. The rcader
knows how I rose to meet her, and how I asked her
to come for a walk in the gardens. Very soon we
turned in the direction of the muscum, for, thinking
to propitiate me, Mildred suggested I should take
her there, and I did not like to refuse, though I
feared some of the pictures and statues might dis-
tract me from the end I now had in view, which was
to find out if Donald had been her first lover, and
if her dear little mamma suspected anything.

“So your mother knows nothing about your
marriage? »

“ Nothing. He ought to go back, but he’s going
to stay another night. I think I told you. Poor
dear little mamma, she never suspected a bit.”

As we walked to the museum I caught glimpses
of what Donald’s past life had been, learning inci-
dentally that his father was rich, but since Donald
was sixteen he had been considered a mne’er-do-well.
He had gone away to sea when he was a boy, and
had been third mate on a merchant ship; in a hotel
in America he had been a boot-black, and just before
he came to Paris he fought a drunken stoker and
won a purse of five pounds.

She asked me which were the best pictures, but
she could not keep her attention fixed, and her at-

7



MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD LIFL

tempts to remember the names of the painters were
pathetic.  “ Ingres, did you say? I must try to re-
member. . . . Puvis de Chavannes? What a curi-
ous name! but I do like his picture. Ile has given
that man Donald’s shoulders,” she said, laying her
hand on my arm and stopping me before a picture
of a young naked man sitting amid some grey
rocks, with grey trees and a grey sky. The young
man in the picture had dark curly hair, and Mildred
said she would like to sit by him and put her hands
through his hair. “Xle has got big muscles, just
like Donald. I like a man to be strong: I hate a
little man.”

I We wandered on talking of love and lovers, our
conversation occasionally interrupted, for however
interested I was in Mildred, and I was very much
intercsted, the sight of a picture sometimes called
away my attention. When we came to the sculpture-
room it scemed to me that Mildred was more inter-
ested in sculpture than in painting, for she stopped
suddenly before Rodin’s * L'age d'arain,” and I
began to wonder if her mind were really accessible to
the beauty of the sculptor's art, or if her interest
were entirely in the model that had posed before
Rodin. Sculpture is a more primitive art than
painting; sculpture and music are the two primi-
tive arts, and they are therefore open to the appre-
ciation of the vulgar; at least, that is how I tried
to corrclate Mildred with Rodin, and at the same
moment the thought rose up in my mind that one
so interested in sex as Mildred was eould not be with-
out interest in art. Tor though it be true that sex
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is antecedent to art, art was enlisted in the service
of sex very carly in the history of the race, and has,
if a colloquialism may be allowed here, done yeoman
service ever since. Lven in modern days, notwith-
standing the invention of the telephone and the motor
car, we arc still dependent upon art for the begin-
ning of our courtships. "Lo-day the courtship be-
gins by the man and the woman sending cach other
books. Before books were invented music served the
purpose of the lover.  For when man ceased to cap-
ture woman, he yent to the river’s edge and cut a
reed and made it into a flute and played it for her
pleasurc; and when he had won her with his music
he began to take an interest in the tune for its own
sake. Amusing thoughts like these floated through
my mind in the Luxembourg galleries—how could
it be otherwise since I was there with Mildred?—
and I began to argue that it was not likely that
one s0 highly strung as Mildred could be blind to
the sculptor’s dream of a slender boy, and that boy,
too, swaying like a lily in some ecstasy of efflores-
cence.

“"The only fault I find with him is that he is not
long cnough from the knee to the foot, and the thigh
scems too long. I like the greater length to be from
the knee 1o the foot rather than from the knee to
the hip. Now, have I said anything foolish? ”

“ Not the least, I think you are right. I prefer
your proportions. A short tibia is not pretty.”

A look of reveric came into her cyes. “I don't
know if I told you that we are going to Italy next
week ?
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“Yes, you told me.”

Her thoughts jerked off at right angles, and turn-
ing her back on the statue, she began to tell ine how
she had made Donald’s acqumntaucc She and her
mother were then living in a boarding-house in the
same square in which Donald’s father lived, and they
used to walk in the square, and one day as she was
running home trying to escape a shower, he had come
forward with his umbrella. That was in July, a few
days before she went away to Tenhy for a month.
It was at Tenby she had become intimate with ‘Loby
Wells; he had succeeded for a time in putting Don-
ald out of her mind.  She had met Toby at Nice.

“ But you like Donald much better than Toby? ”

“Of course I doj he came here to marry me.  Oh,
yes, I've forgotten all about Toby. You sce, I met
Donald when I went back to London. But do look
at that woman’s back; sce where her head is. I
wonder what made Rodin put a woman in that
position.”

She looked at me, and there was a look of curious
inquiry on her face. Overcome with a sudden shy-
ness, I hastened to assure her that the statue was
“La Danaide.”

“Rodin often introduces a trivial voluptuousness
into art; and his sculpture may be sometimes called
Varticle de Paris. 1t is occasionally soiled by the
sentiment, of which Gounod is the great exponent,
a base soul who poured a sort of bath-water melody
down the back of every woman he met, Margarct or
Madeline, it was all the same.”

“ Clearly this is not a day to walk about n picture-
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gallery with you. Come, let us sit down, and we’ll
talk about lighter things, about lovers. You won’t
mind telling me; you know you can trust me. One
of these days you will meet & man who will absorb
you utterly, and all these passing passions will wax
to one passion that will know no change.”

“ Do you think so? I wonder.”

“Do you doubt itP”

“X don’t think any one man could absorb me; no
onc man could fill my life.”

“Not even Donald? ”

“Donald is wonderful. Do you remember that
morning, a few days after we arrived? »

“ Your wedding night? ”

“Yes, my wedding night.”

We are interested in any one who is himself or
herself, and this girl was certainly herself and noth-
ing but herself. Travelling about as she did with
her quiet, respectable mother, who never suspected
anything, she seemed to indicate a type—type is
hardly the word, for she was an exception. Never
had I secen any one like her before, her frankness
and her daring; here at least was one who had the
courage of her instincts. She was man-crazy if you
will, but now and then I caught sight of another
Mildred when she sighed, when that little dissatisfied
look appeared in her face, and the other Mildred only
floated up for a moment like a water-flower or weed
on the surface of a stream.

“. .. You know I do mean to be a good girl. I
‘chmk one ought to be good. But really, if you read
the Bible——— Oh, must you go?—it has been such
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a relief talking things over with you. Shall I sce
you to-night? There is no one eclse in the hotel I
can talk to, and mamma will play the piano, and when
she plays Becthoven it gets upon my nerves.”

“You play the violin, don’t you?”

“Yes, I play,” and that peculiar sad look which
I had begun to think was characteristic of her came
into her face, and I asked myself if this sudden mist-
ing of expression should be aseribed to stupidity or
to a sudden thought or emotion. “X am sorry
you’re not dining at the hotel.”

“T am sorry, too; I’'m dining with students in the
Quarter; they would amuse you.”

“X wish I were a grisctte.”

“If you were I would take you with me. Now
I must say good-bye; I have to get on with my
painting.”

That night I returned to the hotel late and went
away early in the morning. But the next day she
cume upon me again in the gardens, and as we
walked on together she told me that Donald had
gone away.

“He was obliged to return, you sce; he left the
office without leave, and he had only two pounds, the
poor darling. I don’t know if I told you that he
had to borrow two pounds to come here.”

“No, you omitted that little fact. You see, you
are so absorbed in yourself that you think all these
things are as interesting to everybody else as they
are to you.”

“Now you're unkind,” and she looked at me re-
proachfully. “It is the first tine you have been
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unsympathetic. If I talked to you it was because
I thought my chatter interested you. Moreover, I
believed that you were a little interested in me, and
I have come all this way »?

My heart was touched, and X begged of her to
believe that my remark was only uttered in sport,
to tease her. DBut it was a long time before I could
get her to finish the sentence. “ You have come a
long way, you said »

“TI came to tell you that we are going to Rome to-
morrow. I didn’t like to go away without secing
you, but it scems as if I were mistaken; it would
not have mattered to youif I had.”

She had her fiddle-case with her; and to offer to
carry it for her secmed an easy way out of my diffi-
culty ; but she would not surrender it for a while.
I asked her if she had been playing at a concert, or
if she were coming from a lesson. Noj; well, then,
why had she her fiddle-case with her?

“Don’t ask me; leave me in peace. It doesn’t
matter. I cannot play now, and ten minutes ago
nmy head was full of it.”

These little cbullitions of temper were common in
Mildred, and I knew that the present one would soon
pass away. In order that its passing might be
accomplished as rapidly as possible, I suggested we
should sit down, and I spoke to her of Donald.

“XI don’t want to talk about him. You have
offended me.”

“I’'m sorry you arc leaving Paris. This is the
beautiful month. How pleasant it is here, a soft
diffused warmth in the air, the sunlight flickering
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like a live thing in the leaves, and the sound of water
dripping at the end of the alley.  We are all alone
here, Mildred.  Come, tell me why you brought your
fiddle-case.”

“Well,” she said, “ I brought it on the chance of
meeting you. I thought you might like to hear me
play. We are going away to-morrow morning. 1
can’t play in that hotel, in that stuffy little room;
momma would want to accompany me.”

“Play to me in the Luxembourg Gardens!”

“ One can do anything one likes here; no one pays
any attention to anybody else,” and she pointed with
her parasol to a long poet, with hair floating over
his shoulders, who walked up and down the other end
of the alley reciting his verses.

“ Perhaps your playing will interrupt him.”

“Oh, if he doesn’t like it he'll move away.  But
I don’t want to play; X can’t play when I'm out
of humour, and I was just in the very humour for
playing until your remark about--"

“ About what?”

“You know very well,” she answerced,

The desire to hear her play the fiddle in the gar-
dens gained upon me. The moment was an enchant-
ing one, the light falling through the tranalucid
leaves and the poet walking up and down carried my
thoughts into another age. I began to sce a picture
~—myself, the poet, and this girl playing the violin
for us; other figures were wanting to make up the
composition. Cabancl’s picture of the Florentine
poet intruded itself, interrupting my vision, the
picture of Dante reading his verscs at one end of a
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stone bench to a frightened girl whose lover is draw-
ing her away from him who had been to Hell and
witnessed the tortures of the damned, who had met
the miscrable lovers of Rimini whirling through
space and heard their story from them. Lizard-like,
a man lies along a low wall, listening to the poet’s
story. But why describe a picture so well known?
Why mention it at all?  Only because its design in-
truded itself, spoiling my dream, an abortive idea
that I dimly perceived in Nature without being able
to grasp it; an illusive suggestion for a picture was
passing by me, and so cager was my pursuit of the
vision that there was no strength in me to ask Mil-
dred to play. "True that the sound of her violin
might help me, but it must happen accidentally, just
as everything else was happening, without sequence,
without logic. At that moment my ear caught the
sound of violin-playing ; some dance measure of old
time was being played, and in the sunlit interspace
three women appeared dancing a gavotte, advancing
and retiring through the light and shade. The one
who played the violin leaned sometimes against a tree,
and somectimes she joined the others, playing as she
danced.

“I know that gavotte. Come, let us go to them.
T’ll play for them if they’ll let me.”

Very soon the woman who played the violin secmed
to recognise Mildred as a better player than herself.
She handed her fiddle to a bystander and the gavotte
proceeded, the three old ladies bowing and holding
up their skirts and pointing their toes with the grace
of bygone times. Never, I think, did reality seem
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more like a dream.  “ But who are these three
women? > I asked myself, and, ainking on n bench
like oue enchanted, I dreamed that these were three
sisters, the remnant of a noble fawily who had Jost
its money during seversl generations till at lust noth-
ing remained, and the poor old women had to devise
gome mode of enrning their living. I fmagined the
seene in some great house which they would linve to
leave on the morrow, and they talking together,
thinking they must go forth to beg, till she who
played the fiddle said that semething would hrppen
to save them from the shame of wendienney, 1 im-
agined her saying that their lust crust of bread
would not be eaten hefore some one would come to
tell them that a fortusne mwaited them.  And it so
happened that the duy they divided this erust the
one to whom faith had been given enote upon an old -
letter.  Slhe stood reading till the others asked her
what she was reading with so much interest, [
told you,” she maid, ** that we ahould be saved, that
God in His great merey would not tiuen us out into
the streets to beg.  This letter containe explicit di-
rections how the gavotte used to be daneed when our
ancestors lived in the Place den Vosges,™

* But what help to us to know the true step of
the gavotte? ™ ericd the youngest aister,

“A great deal,” the cldest nnawered gravely; # 1
enn play the fiddle, and we can all learn to dance;
we'll go to danee the gavolte in the Luxembourg
Gardens whenever it is fine—the true gavotte as it
was danced when Madame de Sévigné drove up in a
painted conch drawn by six horses, and entered the

216



IN THE LUXEMBOURG GARDENS

courtyard of her hotel decorated with bas-reliefs by
Jean Goujon.” '

This is the story that I dreamed as I sat on the
bench listening to the pretty, sprightly music flow-
ing Lke a live thing. Under the fingers of the old
woman the music scratched along like dead leaves
along a pathway, without accent, without rhythm;
now the old gavotte tripped like the springtime,
pretty as the budding trees, as the sunlight along
the swards. Mildred brought out the contrast
betwcen the detached and the slurred notes. How
goily it went! Xull of the fashion of the time—the
wigs, the swords, the bows, the gallantry! How
sedate! How charming! Xow well she understood
it! How well the old women danced to it! How
delighted every ome was! She played on until the
old women, unable to dance any more, sat down to
listen to her. After trying some few things which
I did not know, I heard her playing a piece of music
which I could not but think I had heard before—in
church! Beginning it on the low string, she poured
out the long, long phrase that never scems to end,
so stern and so evocative of Protestantism that I
could not but think of a soul going forth on its way
to the Judgment Scat, telling perforce as it goes
how it has desired and sought salvation, pleading
almost defiantly. But Mildred could not appreciate
such religious exaltation, yet it was her playing that
bad inspired the thought in me. Had she been
taught to play it? Was she cclroing another’s
thought? Ier playing did not sound like an echo;
it seemed to come from the heart, or out of some
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unconscious self, an ante-natal self that in her pres-
ent incarnation only emerged in music, borne up by
some mysterious current to be sucked down by
another. :

She played other things, not certain what she was
going to play; and then, as if suddenly moved to tell
us about other things, she began to play a very sim-
ple, singing melody, interrupted now and again, so
it seemed to me, by little fluttering confessions. I
seemed to see a lady in white, at the close of day, In
a dusky boudoir, one of Alfred Stevens’s women, only
much more refined, one whose lover has been unfaith-
. ful to her, or maybe a woman who is weary of lovers
and knows not what to turn her mind to, hesitating
between the convent and the ball-room. Ah, the
beautiful lament—how well Mildred played it !~—fol-
lowed by the slight crescendo, and then the return of
the soul upon itself, bewailing its weakness, confess~
ing its follies in elegant, lovely language, seemingly
speaking in a casual way, yet saying such profound
things, profound even as Bach. The form is differ-
ent, more light, more graceful, apparently more su-
perficial, but just as deep; for when we go to the
bottom of things all things are deep, one as deep
as another, just as all things are shallow, one as
shallow as another; for have not mystics of every age
held that things exist not in themselves, but in the
eye that sees and the ear that hears?

A crowd had collected to hear her, for she was
playing out of the great silence that is in every soul,
in that of the light-o’-love as well as of the saint,
and she went on playing, apparently unaware of the
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number of people she had collected about her. She
stopped playing and returned to me.

“You play beautifully; why did you say you
didn’t like Beethoven? ”

“T didn’t say I didn’t like Beethoven; you know
very well mamma can’t play the ¢ Impassionata.’ ”

“ Why aren’t you always like this?

“J don’t know. One can't always be the same.
I feel differently when I play; the mood only comes
over me sometimes. I used to play a great deal; I
only play occasionally now, just when I feel like it.”

We walked through the alleys by the statucs, see-
ing them hardly at all, thinking of the music.

“Y must be getting back,” she said. * You see,
I’ve got to pack up. Mother can’t do any packing;
T’ve to do hers for her. I hope we shall meet again
some day.”

“ What good would it be? I only like you when
you’re playing, and you’re not often in the mood.”

“Ym sorry for that; perhaps if you knew me
better: »

“ Now you’re married, and I suppose Donald will
come to Rome to fetch you? ” ,

“Oh, I don’t think he’ll be able. ¥e has got no
money.”

“ And you’ll fall in love with some one clse? ”

“'Well, perhaps so; I don’t feel that I ever could
again after this week.” Stopping suddenly in front
of a hosier’s shop, she said: “I like those collars;
they have just come out—those turned-down ones.
Do you like them as well as the great high stand-up
collars about three inches deep? When they were
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the fashion men could hardly move their heads.”
Then she made some remarks about neckties and the
colour she liked best——violet. ¢ Yes, there’s a nice
shade of violet. Poor Donald! He's so handsome.”

After the hosier’s shop she spoke no more about
music. And long before we reached the hotel she
who had played—1I cannot say for certain what she
played that day in the Luxembourg Gardens; my
love of music was not then fully awakened; could it
have been P—the names of Bach and Chopin come up
in my mind—**I can’t speak about musie,” she said,
as we turned into the Rue du Bae, and she ran up
the stairs of the hotel possessed completely by the
other Mildred. She asked her mother to play the
¢ Brooklyn Cake Walk,” and she danced * the lovely
two-step,” as she had learned it at Nice, for my en-
joyment. I noticed that she looked extraordinarily
comic as she skipped up and down the room, the line
of her chin deflected, and that always gives a slightly
comic look to a face. 8Bhe came downstairs with me,
and, standing at the hotel door, she told me of some-
thing that had happened yesterday.

“ Mother and I went to Cook’s to get the tickets,
‘When we went into the office I saw a Yauk-—oh, so
nicely dressed! TLovely patent-leather boots. And I
thought, ¢ Oh, dear, he'll never look at me. But
presently he did, and took out his card-case and
folded up a card and put it on the ledge behind him,
and gave me a look and moved away. So I walked
over and took it up. Mamma never saw, but the
clerks did.”

- L d - - - * *
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I have reported Mildred’s story truthfully at a
particular moment of her life. Those who travel
meet people now and again whose individuality is
so strong that it survives. Mildred’s has survived
many years, and I have written this account of it
because it scems to me to throw a gleam into the
mystery of life without, however, doing anything to
destroy the mystery.




CHAPTER X
A REMEMBRANCE

It was in the vastness of Westminater Hall that
I saw her for the first time—saw her pointed face,
her red hair, her brilliant teeth.  The next time was
in her own home—~a farm-house that had been re-
built and was half a villa. At the back were wheat-
stacks, a noisy thrashing-machine, a pigeon-cote, and
stables whence, with jangle of harness and crics of
yokels, the great farm-horses always scemed to be
coming from or going to their work on the downs,
In a garden planted with variegated firs she tended
her flowers all day; and in the parlour, where we
assembled in the covening, her husband smoked his
pipe in silence; the young ladies, their blonde hair
hanging down their backs, played waltzes; she alone
talked. Her conversation was effusive, her laughter
abundant and bright. I had only just turned eigh-
teen, and was deeply interested in religious prob-
lems, and one day I told her the book I earried in
my pocket, and sometimes pretended to study, was
Kant’s “ Critique of Pure Reason” My explana-
tion of the value of the work did not seem to strike
her, and her manifest want of interest in the diseus-
sion of rcligious problems surprised me, for she
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passed for a religious woman, and I failed to under-
stand how mere belief could satisfy any one. One
day in the greenhousc, whither X had wandered, she
interrupted some allusion to the chapter entitled
“The Deduction of the Categorics” with a burst
of laughter, and declared that she would call me
Kant. The nickname was not adopted by the rest
of the family-—another was invented which appealed
more to their imagination~—but she held to the name
she had given me, and during the course of our long
friendship never addressed me by any other.

There was no reason why I should have become
the friend of these people. We were opposed in
character and temperament, but somehow we seemed
to suit. There was little reflection on either side;
certainly there was none on mine; at that time I
was incapable of any; my youth was a vague dream,
and my friends were the shadows on the dream. I
saw and understood them only as onc sees and under-
stands the summer clouds when, lying at length in
the tall grass, one watches the clouds curl and un-
curl, In such mood, visit succceded visit, and before
I was aware, the old Squire who walked about the
downs in a tall hat died, and my friends moved into
the family place, distant about a hundred yards—
an Italian house, sheltered among the elms that grew
along the seashore. And in their new house they
became to me more rcal than shadows; they were
then like figures on a stage, and the building of
the new wing and the planting of the new garden
interested me as might an incident in a play; and
T left them as I might leave a play, taking up an-
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I thought at all. Years passed, and after a long
absence abroad I met them by chance in London.

Again visit succeeded visit. My friends were the
same as when I had left them; their house was the
same, the conduct of their lives was the same. I do
not think I was conscious of any change until, one
day, walking with one of the girls in the garden,
a sensation of home came upon me. I seemed always
to have known these people; they seemed part and
parcel of my life. It was a sudden and enchanting
awaking of love; life seemed to lengthen out like the
fields at dawn, and to become distinct and real in
many new and unimagined ways. Above all, I was
surprised to find myself admiring her who, fifteen
years ago, had appeared to me not a little dowdy.
She was now fifty-five, but such an age scemed im-
possible for so girl-like a figure and such young and
cffusive laughter. I was, however, sure that she was
fifteen years older than when I first saw her, but
those fifteen years had brought each within range
of the other’s understanding and sympathy. We
became companions. I noticed what dresses she
wore, and told her which I liked her best in, She
was only cross with me when I surprised her in the
potting-shed wearing an old bonnet out of which
hung a faded poppy. She used to ery: * Don’t look
at me, Kant. I know I'm like an old gipsy woman.”

“You look charming,” I said, “in that old
bonnet.”

She put down the watering-can and laughingly
took it from her head. It is a regular show.”
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“Not at all. You look charming when working
in the greenhouse. . . . I like you better like that
than when you are dressed to go to Brighton.”

“Do you? . .. I thought you liked me best in
my new black silk.”

“X think I like you cqually well at all times.”

We looked at cach other. There was an accent of
love in our friendship. * And strange, is it not,”
I said, “I did not admire you half as much when
I knew you first? ”

“ How was that? I was quite a young woman
then.”

“Yes,” I said, regretting my own words; “but,
don’t you see, at that time I was a mere boy—1I lived
in & dream, hardly seeing what passed around me.”

“Yes, of course,” she said gaily, * you were so
young then, all you saw in me was a woman with a
grown-up son.”

Her dress was pinned up, she held in her hand
the bonnet which she said made her look like an
old gipsy woman, and the sunlight fell on the red
hair, now grown a little thinner, but each of the im-
maculate teeth was an elegant piece of statuary, and
not a wrinkle was there on that pretty, vixen-like
face. Fer figure especially showed no signs of age,
and if she and her daughters were in the room it was
she I admired.

One day, while sceking through the store-room for
a sheet of brown paper to pack up a book in, I came
across a pile of old Athenwums. Klad I happened
upon a set of drawings by Raphael I could not have
been more astonished. Not one, but twenty copies
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of the Atheneum in a house where never a bhook was
read. I looked at the dates—three-and-thirty years
ago. At that moment she was gathering some with-
ering apples from the floor.

“ Whoever,” T eried, “ could have left these copies
of the Athenaum here?

“Oh, they are my Atheneums,”’ she said. “I
always used to read the Atheneum when I was en-
goged to be married to Mr. Bartlett. You must
have heard of him—he wrote that famous book about
the Euphrates. I was very fond of reading in those
days, and he and I used to talk about books in the
old garden at Wandsworth, It is all built over
now.”

This sudden discovery of dead tastes and sympa-~
thics secemed to draw us closer together, and in the
quietness of the store-room, amid the odour of the
apples, her face flushed with all the spirit of her
girlhood, and T understood her as if I had lived it
with her.

“You must have been a delightful girl. T believe
if T had known you then I should have asked you to
marry me,”

“ X believe you would, Kant. . . . So you thought
because I never read books now that I had never
read any? You have no idea how fond of books I
was once, and if T had married Mr. Bartlett I beliove
I should have been quite a blue-stocking. But then
Dick came, and my father thought it a more suitable
match, and I had young children to look after. We
were very poor in those days; the old Squire never
attempted to help us.”
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A REMEMBRANCE

At this time I seemed to be always with my friends;
I came to see them when I pleased, and sometimes I
stayed a week, sometimes I stayed six months: but
however long my visit they said it was not long
enough. The five-o’clock from London brought me
down in time for dinner, and X used to run up to my
room just as if I were a member of the family, If
I missed this train and came down by the six-o’clock,
I found them at dinner, and then the lamplight
scemed to accentuate our affectionate intimacy, and
to pass round the table shaking hands with them
all was in itsclf a peculiar delight. On one of these
occasions, missing her from her place, I said:
“ Surely you have not allowed her to remain till this
hour in the garden?” '

X was told that she was ill, and had been for the
last fortnight confined to her room. Several days
passed ; allusion to her illness became more frequent ;
and then I heard that the local doctor would accept
the responsibility no longer, and had demanded a
consultation with a London physician. But she
would not hear of so much expense for her sake, and
declared herself to be quite sufficiently well to go to
London.

The little pony-carriage took her to the station,
and I saw her in the waiting-room wrapped up in
shawls, She was ashamed to see me, but in truth
the discase bad not changed her as she thought it
had. There are some who are so beautiful that
discase cannot deform them, and she was endowed
with such exquisite life that she would turn to smile
back on you over the brink of the grave.
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We thought the train was taking her from us for
ever, but she came back hopeful. Operation had
been pronounced unnecessary, but she remained in
her room many days before the medicine had reduced
her sufficiently to allow her to come downstaics,

Nearly a month passed, and then she appeared look-'

ing strangely well, and every day she grew better
until she regained her girlish figure and the quick
dance of movement which was a grace and a joy in
the silent peaccfulness of the old house. Her grace
and lightness were astonishing, and one day, coming
down dressed Lo go in the carriage, she raced across
the library, opened her eseritoire, hunting through
its innumerable drawers for one of the sums of money
which she kept there wrapped up in picces of paper,

“How nice you look! You are quite well now,
and your figure is like a girl of fifteen.”

She turned and looked at me with that love in
her face which an old woman feels for a young man
who is somecthing less and something more to her
than her son. As a flush of summer lingers in
autumn’s face, so does a sensation of sex float in
such an affection.  There is something strangely
tender in the yearning of the young man for the
decadent charms of her whom he regards as the
mother of his election, and who, at the same time,
suggests to him the girl he would have loved if time
had not robbed him of her youth. There is a way-
wardness in such an affection that formal man knows
not of. '

I remember that day, for it was the last time I
saw her beautiful. Soon after we noticed that she
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did not quite recover, and we thought it was because
she did not take her medicine regularly. She spent
long hours alone in her greenhouse, the hot sun
playing fiercely on her back, and we supplicated—I
was the foremost among her supplicators—that she
would not carry the heavy flower-pots to and fro,
nor cans of water from the tank at the bottom of
the garden, and to save her I undertook to water
her flowers for her. But she was one of those who
would do everything herself—who thought that if
she did not shut the door it was not properly shut.
She was always speaking of her work. “If I leave
my work,” she would say, “ even for one week, every-
thing gets so behind-hand that I despair of ever
being able to make up the arrear. The worst of it
is that no one can take up my work where I leave
off.” And as she grew worse this idea developed
until it became a kind of craze. At last, speculating
on the strength of our friendship, I told her her
life belonged to her husband and children, and that
she had no right to squander it in this fashion. I
urged that with ordinary forbearance she might live
for twenty years, but at the present rate of force-
expenditure she could not hope to live long. I spoke
brutally, but she smiled, knowing how much I loved
her ; and, looking back, it seems to me she must have
known she could not be saved, and preferred to give
the last summer of her life entirely to her flowers.
It was pathetic to see her, poor moribund one, sit-
ting through the long noons alone, the sun beating
in upon her through the fiery glass, tending her
flowers. I remember how she used to come in in the
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evenings exhausted, and lie down on the little sofa.
Her husband, with an anxious, quiet, kindly look in
his eyes, used to draw the skirt over her feet and
sit down at her feet, tender, loving, soliciting the
right to clasp her hand, as if they had not been mar-
ried thirty years, but were only sweethearts. At
that time we used all to implore her to allow us to’
send for the London doctor, and I remember how
proud I was when she looked up and said, “ Very
well, Kant, it shall be as you wish it.” I remember,
'too, waiting by the little wood at the corner of the
lane, where I should be sure to meet the doctor as
he came up from the station. The old elms were
beautiful with green, the sky was beautiful with blue,
and we lingered, looking out on the fair pasturage
where the sheep moved so peacefully, and, with the
exquisite warmth of summer in our flesh, we talked
of her who was to die.’

“Is it then incurable? ”

“ There is no such thing as cure. . . . We cannot
create, we can only stimulate an existent force, and
every time we stimulate we weaken, and so on until
exhaustion. Our drugs merely precipitate the end.”

“ Then there is no hope?

“Tm afraid not.”

¢ Can she live for five years?”

“T should think it extremely improbable.”

“ What length of life do you give her?”

“You are asking too much. . . . I should say
about a year.”

The doctor passed up the leafy avenue. I re-
mained looking at the silly sheep, seeing in all the
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green landscape only a dark, narrow space. That
dny 1 saw her for the last time. She was sitting
on 8 low chair, very ill indeed, and the voice, weak,
but still young and pure, said: “ Is that you, Kant?
Come round here and let me look at youw” Amid
my work in London, I used to receive letters from
my friends, letters telling me of the march of the
discase, and with cach letter death grew more and
more realisable until her death seemed to stand in
person before me. It could not be much longer
delayed, and the letter came which told me that
“ Mother was not cxpected to live through the
winter.” Soon after came another letter: “ Mother
will not live another month ”; and this was followed
by a telegram: “ Mother is dying; come at once.”

It was a bleak and gusty afternoon in the depth
of winter, and the Sunday train stopped at every
station, and the journey dragged its jogging length
of four hours out to the weary end. The little
station shivercd by an icy sca, and going up the
lane 1he wind rattled and beat my face like an iron.
I hurried, looking through the trees for the lights
that would shine across the park if she were not
dead, and welcome indeed to my eyes were the gleam-
ing yellow squares. Slipping in the back way, and
mecting the butler in the passage, I said: * How
is she? ”

“Very bad indeed, sir.”

She did not dic that night, nor the next, nor yet
the next; and as we waited for death, slow but sure
of foot, to come and take what remained of her
from us, I thought often of the degradation that
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these lingering deaths impose upon the watchers,
and how they force into disgraceful prominence all
that is animal in us. For, however great our grief
may be, we must cat and drink, and must even talk
of other things than the beloved one whom we are
sbout to lose; for we may not escape from our
shameful nature. And, eating and drinking, we com-
mented on the news that came hourly from the sick-
room: * Mother will not live the week.” A few days
after, * Mother will hardly get over Sunday ”; and
the following weck, “ Mother will not pass the
night.” Lunch was the meal that shocked me most,
and I often thought, “ She is dying upstairs while
we are cating jam tarts”

One day I had to ride over the downs for some
letters, and when, on my return, I walked in from
the stables, I met her son. Ile was in tears, and
sobbing he said: “ My dear old chap, it is all over;
she is gone.” I took his hand and burst into tears,
Then one of her daughters eame downstairs and X
was told how she had passed away., A few hours
before she died she had asked for a silk thread; for
thirty years, before sleeping, she always passed one
between her beautiful teeth,  Her poor nrms were
shrunken to the very bone and were not larger than
a little child’s, Haggard and over-worn, she was
lifted up, and the silk was given to her and the glass
was held before hery but her eyes weve glnzed with
death, and she fell back exhausted, Then her breath-
ing grew thicker, and at last and quite suddenly,
she realised that she was about to die; and luok-
ing round wildly, not sceing those who were col-
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“Jected about her bed, she said, “ Oh, to die when so
much remains undone! How will they get on with-
out me!?”

I helped to write the letters, so melancholy, so
conventional, and expressing so little of our grief,
and the while the girls sat weaving wreaths for the
dead, and at every hour wreaths and letters of sym-
pathy arrived. The girls went upstairs where the
dead lay, and when they returned they told me how
beautiful their mother looked. And during those
dreadful days, how many times did I refuse to look
on her dead! My memory of her was an intensely
living thing, and I could not be persuaded to sacri-
fice it. We thought the day would never come, but
it came. There was a copious lunch, cigars were
smoked, the crops, the price of lambs, and the hunt-
ing, which the frost had much interfered with, were
alluded to furtively, and the conversation was inter-
spersed with references to the excellent qualities of
the deceased. I remember the weather was beautiful,
full of pure sunlight, with the colour of the coming
spring in the face of the heavens. And the funeral
procession wound along the barren sea road, the
lily-covered coffin on a trolley drawn by the estate
labourers. That day every slightest line and every
colour of that bitter, barren coast impressed them-
selves on my mind, and I saw more distinctly than
I had ever done before the old church with red-
brown roofs and square dogmatic tower, the forlorn
village, the grey undulations of the dreary hills,
whose ring of trees showed aloft like a plume. In
the church the faces of the girls were discomposed
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with grief, and they wept hysterically in cach other’s
arms. The querulous voice of the organ, the hideous
hymn, and the grating voice of the aged parson
standing in white surplice on the altar-steps! Dear
heart! X saw thee in thy garden while others looked
unto that sunless hole, while old men, white-haired
and tottering, impelled by senile curiosity, pressed
forward and looked down into that comfortless hole,

The crowd quickly dixpersed; the relatives and
the friends of the deceanvd, as they returned home,
sought those who were most agreeable and sympa-
thetic, and matters of private interest were dig-
cussed. Those who had come from a distance con-
sulted their watches, and an apology to life was
implicit in their looks, and the time they had sur-
rendered to something outside of life evidently
struck them as leing strangely disproportionate,
The sunlight laughed along the sea, and the young
corn was thick in the fields; leavea were beginning
in the branches, Inrks rose higher and higher, din-
appearing in the pale air, and, ax we approached the
plantations, the amorous eawing of the rooks
sounded pleasantly in the ear. The appearance of
death in the springtime, at the moment when the
world renews its life, touched my soul with that
anguish which the familiar spectacle has always and
will never fail to cause as long as & human heart
beats beneath the heavens. And, dropping behind
the chattering crowd that in mourning-weed wended
its way through the sad spring landscape, I thought
of her whom I had loved so long and should never
see again. I thought of memory as # shrine where
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we can worship without shame, of friendship, and
of the pure escapement it offers us from our natural
instincts ; I remembered that there is love other than
that which the young man offers to her he would
take to wife, and X knew how much more intense and
strangely personal was my love of her than the love
which that day I saw the world offering to its
creatures.



CHAPTER XI
BRING IN THE LAMP

For many days there has not been a wind in the
trees, and the landscape reminds me of a somnambu-
list—the same silence, the same mystery, the same awe.
The thick foliage of the ash never stirs; even the
fingery leaves hanging out from the topmost twigs
are still. The hawthorns growing out of a tumbled
wall are turning yellow and brown, the hollyhocks
are over, the chrysanthemums are beginning. Last
night a faint pink sky melted into the solemn blue
~of midnight. There were few stars; Jupiter, weari-
somely brilliant, sailed overhead; red Mars hung
above the horizon under a round, decorative moon.
. . . The last days of September! and every day
the light dies a few minutes earlier. At half-past
five one perceives a chilliness about one’s feet; no
doubt there is a touch of frost in the air; that is
why the leaves hang so plaintively. There is cer-
tainly a touch of frost in the air, and one is tempted
to put a match to the fire. It is difficult to say
whether one feels cold or whether one desires the
company of the blaze. Tea is over, the dusk gathers,
and the brute Despondency lurks in the corners. At
the close of day, when one’s work is over, benumb-
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ing thoughts arise in the study and in the studio.
Think of a painter of architecture finishing the
thirty-sixth pillar (there are forty-three). The dusk
has interrupted his labour, and an ache begins in
his heart as he rises from the easel. Be his talent
great or little, he must ask himself who will care
should he leave the last seven pillars unfinished?
Think of the writer of storics! 'I'wo, three, or four
more storics are required to make up a requisite
number of pages. The dusk has interrupted his
labour, and he rises from his writing-table asking
who will care whether the last stories are written or
left unwritten? Xf he write them his ideas will flicker
green for a brief springtime, they will enjoy a little
summer ; when his garden is fading in the autumn
his leaves will be well-nigh forgotten; winter will
overtake them sooner than it overtakes his garden,
perhaps. The flowers he deemed immortal arc more
mortal than the rose. “Why,” he asks, should
any onc be interested in my storics any more than
in the thousand and one stories published this year?
Mine are among the number of trivial things that
compose the tedium which we call life.” His thoughts
will flit back over the past, and his own life will scem
hardly more real than the day’s work on the casel
if he be a painter, on the sceretaire if he be a writer.
He will scem to himself like a horse going round
and round a well. But the horsc is pumping water
—water is necessary; but art, even if his work is
good enough to be called art, is not, so far as he
knows, necessary to any one. Whosoever he may
be, proof is not wanting that the world can do well
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without his work. DBut however sure he may feel
that that ia so, and in the hours I describe it seems
sure indeed, he will have to continue his labour. Man
was born to labour, as the oldest texts say; he must
continue to drive his furrow to the end of the fleld,
otherwise he would lie down and die of sheer hore-
dom, or go mad. He asks himself why he became
a maker of idols, * An idol-maker, an idol-maker,”
he cries, * who can find no worshippers for his wares!
Better the sailor before the mast or the soldier in
the field.” His thoughts break away, and he begins
to dream of a life of uction. It would be a fine thing,
he thinks, to start away in a ship for South America,
where there are forests and mountain ranges almost
unknown. Ie has read of the wild shepherds of the
Pampas. So inured are they to horschnek that they
cannot walk a mile without resting; and sitting by
the fire at the end of the sutumn day, he can see them
galloping through the long grass of the Pampas,
whirling three balla attached by leather thonga,
The weapon is called the holus, and flying through
the air it encircles the legs of the guana, bringing
it to the earth, But if he went to America, would
he find content in a hunter’s life? Can the artist
put by his dreama and find content in the hunter's
life? His dreams would follow him, and sitting by
the eamp-fire in the evening he would begin to think
how he might paint the shadows or tell of the un-
couth life of those who sat around him eating of
Jjerked meat. No, there is nothing for him but to
follow the furrow; he will have to write stories till
hix brain fades or death intervenes. And what story
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shall he write to complete his book, since it must be
completed, it forming part of the procession of
things? "The best part of story-writing is the seek-
ing for the subject. Now there is a sound of church
bells in the still air, beautiful sounds of peace and
long tradition, and he likes to listen, thinking of the
hymns and the homely sermons of the good minister.
Shall he get up and go? Perhaps the service would
soothe his despondency; but there is not courage
enough in his heart. ¥e can do no more than strike
a match; the fire lights up. It is one of those
autumn afternoons with just that touch of frost in
the air which makes a fire welcome, and as he crouches
in his arm-chair the warmth soothes the spirit and
flesh, and in the doze of the flesh the spirit awakes.
What—is the story coming now? Yes; it is form-
ing independently of his will, and he says, ¢ Let it
take shape.” And the scene that rises up in his mind
1s a ball-room ; he sees women all arow, delicate necks
and arms of young girls, and young men in black
collected about the doorways. Some couples are
moving to the rhythm of a languorous waltz, a
French imitation of Strauss, a waltz never played
now, forgotten perhaps by everybody but him—a
waltz he heard twenty long years ago. That waltz
has lain ever since forgotten in his brain, but now
he hears it all; never before was he able to remember
that coda, and it comes with a scent of violets in it
—the perfume of a little blond woman who dreams
as she dances with the young man blond as herself.
Let it be that the choice was made by her rather than
by him, and let her wear crépe de chine, with perhaps
249



MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD LIFE

a touch of white somewhere, and a white frill about
her neck. Let her be a widow whose husband died
six months after marriage, six months ago. Let
her have come from some distant part of the world,
from America — Baltimore will do as well as any
other, perhaps better, for the dreamer by the fire
has no faintest notion whether Baltimore lies in
the middle of a plain or surrounded by mountaina,
whether it be built of marble or brick or stone. Lot
her come from Baltimore, from some prettily named
strect—Cathedral Street—there must be a Cathe-
dra]l Strect in Baltimore. The sound of the church
bells in the air no doubt led the dreamer to choose
Cathedral Street for her to live in. . . . The dance
would have to be an informal one, some little dance
that she might come to though her hushand was dead
only six months. Coming from America, she would
be dancing the sliding Boston step, and the two
together would pass between the different groups
sliding forward and back, avoiding the dancer here,
and reappearing from behind a group of French
men and women bumping up and down, hammering
the floor, the men holding the women as if they were
guitars. An American widow dances, her hand upon
her partner’s shoulder, fitting herself into him, find-
ing a nook between his arm and side, and her head
is leaned upon his shoulder. She follows his every
step; when he reverses there is never a hitch or jolt;
they arc always going to the same rhythm. How
delicious are these moments of sex and rhythm, and
how intense if the woman should take a little hand-
kerchief edged with black and thrust it into her
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dancer’s cuff with some little murmur implying that
she wishes him to keep it. To whomsoever these
things happen life becomes a song. A little event
of this kind lifts ome out of the humdrum of mate-
rial existence. I suppose the cause of our extraor-
dinary happiness is that one is again, as it were,
marching in step; one has dropped into the Great
Procession and is actively doing the great Work.
There is no denying it, that in these moments of sex
one does feel more conscious than at any other time
of rhythm, and, after all, rhythm is joy. It is
thythm that makes music, that makes poectry, that
makes pictures; what we are all after is rhythm, and
the whole of the young man’s life is going to a tune
as he walks home, to the same tune as the stars are
going over his head. All things are singing together.
And he sings as he passes the concierge’s lodge, pity-
ing the poor couple asleep—what do they know of
love? Humble beasts unable to experience the joy
of rhythm. Exalted he goes upstairs; he is on
rhythm bent, words follow ideas, rhymes follow
words, and he sits down at his writing-table and
drawing forth a sheet of paper he writes. A song
moves within him, a fragrant song of blond hair
and perfume — the handkerchief inspires him, and
he must get the rondel perfect: a rondel, or some-
thing like a rondel, which he will read to her to-
morrow, for she has appointed to meet him—where?
No better place for lovers than the garden of
L’Eglise de la Trinité. His night passes in shallow
sleep; but his wakings are delicious, for at every
awaking he perceives a faint odour of violets. He
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dreams of blond hair and how earefully he will dress
himself in the morning! Would she like him better
in his yellow or his grey trousers? Or should he
wear a violet or a grey necktie? These are the ques-
tions that are important; and what more important
questions are there for a young man of twenty-five
going to meet a delicious little Dresden figure with
blond hair and forget-me-not eyes in the garden
of L’Eglise de la Trinité? He knows she will come,
only he hopes not to be kept too long waiting, and
at ten o’clock he is there for sure, walking up and
down watching the nursemaids and the perambula-
tors drawn up in the shade. On another oceasion
he might have looked at the nursemaids, but this day
the pretticst is plain-featured; they are but the ordi-
nary bread of existence; to-day he is going to par-
take of more extraordinary fare. He hopes so, at
least, and the twenty years that have gone by have
done nothing to obliterate the moment when he saw
her walk across the gravelled space, a dainty little
woman with blond hair, dressed in black, coming to
her appointment. The dreamer sees her and her
lover going together out of the garden. Fe follows
them down the strect, hearing them talking, trying
to decide where they shall go to breakfast. To take
her to a Parisian restaurant would be a common
pleasure, He is bent on taking her to the country,
Both want to sit on the warm grass and kisa each
other peradventure. All souls dream of the country
when they are in love; and she would hear him tell
her that he loves her under the shade of trees. She
is Chloe, and he is whomsoever was Chloe’s lover.
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Whither are they going? Are they going to Bou-
geval? Many things may be said in its favour, but
he has been there; and he has been to Meudon; he
would go with her to some place where he has never
been before, and where perchance he will never be
again. Vincennes? The name is a pretty one, and
it lures him. And they go there, arriving about
eleven o’clock, a little early for breakfast.

The sun is shining, the sky is blue, white clouds
arc unfolding-—like gay pennants they scem to him.
He is glad the sun is shining — all is omen, all is
oracle, the clouds are the love pennants of the sky.
What a chatter of thoughts and images are going
on in his brain, perchance in hers, too! Morcover,
there is her poem in his pocket—he must read it
to her, and that she may hear it they sit upon the
grass. Twenty years ago there was some rough
grass facing the villas, and some trees and bushes,
with here and there a bench for lovers to sit upon—
for all kinds of people to sit upon, but lovers think
that this world is made only for lovers. Only love
is of serious account, and the object of all music
and poetry, of pictures and sculpture, is to incite
love, to praise love, to make love seem the only se-
rious occupation. Vincennes, its trees and its white
clouds lifting themselves in the blue sky, were re-
garded that day by these lovers as a very suitable
setting for their gallantries. The dear little woman
sits—the dreamer can sce her on the warm grass—
hidden as well as she can hide herself bchind some
bushes, the black crépe dress hiding her feet or pre-
tending to hide them. White stockings were the
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fashion ; she wears white stockings, and how pretty
and charming they look in the little black shoes!
The younger generation now only knows black stock-
ings; the charms of white are only known to the
middle-aged. But the young man must read her
his poem. He wants her to hear it because the poemn
pleases him, and because he feels that his poem will
aid him to her affections. And when she asks him
if he has thought of her during the night, he has to
answer that her violet-scented handkerchief awoke
him many times, that the wakings were delicious.
What time did he go to bed? Very late; he had sat
up writing a poem to her telling of the beauty of her
blond hair.

“ Lady, unwreath thy hair,
That is so long and fair.
May flowers are not more sweet
Than the shower of lovsened hair
That will fall around my feet.
Lady, unwreath thy hair,
That is so long and fair.

“'The golden curls they paint,
Round the forehead of a saint,
Ne'er glittered half so bright
As thy enchanted hair,

Full of shadow, full of light,
Lady, unwreath thy hair,
That is so long and fair.

“YLady, unwreath thy halr,
That is s0 long and falr,
54




And weave a web of gold
Of thy enchanted hair,
Till all be in its hold.
Lady, unwreath thy hair,
That is so long and fair.”

“Do let me sce your poem. . . . It is charming.
But what do you mean by ¢ enchanted hair’?  Ts jt
that my hair has enchanted you? ¢ And weave a web
of gold” . . . ‘Unwreath >~—do you mean unlooge
my hair? ”?

“Dames, tressez vos cheveux blonds
Qui sont si lourds et si longs.

How well it goes with French!”

“Y don’t understand French, but I like your poem
in English. Do you know, I like it very much!®”

It is easy to obtain appreciation for poetry in
guch circumstances. Horace’s best ode would not
please a young woman as much as the mediocre verseg
of the young man she is in love with. It is well
that it should be so, and this is the dreamer’s criti-
cism of life as he sits lost in shadow, lit up here and
there by the blaze. IXle remembers the warmth of
the grass and the scanty bushes; there was hardly
sufficient cover that spring day for lovers in Vin-
cennes, and he tries to remember if he put his hand
on her white ankle while she was reading the poem.
So far as he can remember he did, and she checked
him and was rather cross, declaring just like the
puss-cat that he must not do such things, that she
would not have come out with him had she thought
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he was going to misbehave himself in that way. But
she is not really angry with him. How can she be?
Was it not he who wrote that her hair was enchanted?
And what concern is it of hers that the phrase was
borrowed from another poet? Her concern is that
he should think her hair enchanted, and her hands
go up to it. The young man prays to unloose it,
to let it fall about her shoulders. He must be paid
for his poem, and the only payment he will accept
is to see her hair unwreathed.

“ But I cannot undo my hair on the common. Is
there no other payment? ** and she leans a little for-
ward, her eyes fixed upon him. The dreamer can
see her eyes, clear young eyes, but he cannot remem-
ber her mouth, how full the lips were or how thin;
ah, but he remembers kissing her! On such a day
a young man kisses his young woman, and it may
be doubted if the young woman would ever go out
with him again if he refrained, the circumstances
being as I describe. But the lovers of Vincennes
have to be careful. The lady with the enchanted
hair has just spied a middle-aged gentleman with
his two sons sitting on a bench at a little distance.

“Do be quiet, I beg of you. I assure you, he
saw us.”

“If he did it would matter little; he would re-
member his young days, before his children were
born. Moreover, he looks kindly disposed.”

Later on the lovers address themselves to him, for
time wears away even with lovers, and the desire of
breakfast has come upon them both. The kindly
disposed gentleman tells them the way to the restau-
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rant. Ile insists even on walking part of the way
with them, and they learn from him that the restau-~
rant has only just been opened for the scason; the
scason is not yet fairly begun, but no doubt they
will be able to get something to eat, an omelette and
a cutlet.

Now the accomplished story-teller would look
forward to this restaurant; already his thoughts
would fix themseclves on a cabinet particulier, and his
faney, if he were a naturalistic writer, would rejoice
in recording the fact that the mirror was scrawled
over with names of lovers, and he would select the
uglicst names. DBut, dear reader, if you are expect-
ing a cabinet particulier in this story, and an amor-
ous encounter to take place therein, turn the page
at once—you will be disappointed if you do not;
this story contains nothing that will shock your
~sghall I say your *prudish susceptibilities ”?
When the auburn-haired poet and the corn-coloured
American lunched at Vincennes they chose a table by
the window in the great long salle lined with tables,
and they were attended by an army of waiters weary
of their leisure.

There was a lake at Vincennes then, I amn sure,
with an island upon it and tall saplings, through
which the morning sun was shining. The cyes of
the lovers admired the scene, and they admired too
the pretty reflections, and the swans moving about
the island. The accomplished story-teller cries,
“ But if there is to be no scene in the restaurant,
how is the story to finish?” Why should stories
finish? And would a sensual dénouement be a better
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end than, let us say, that the lovers are caught in a
shower as they leave the restaurant? Such an acci-
dent might have happencd: nothing i more likely
than a shower at the end of April or the beginning
of May, and I can imagine the lovers of Vincennes
rushing into one of the concierge's lodges at the
gates of the villas.

“For a few minutes,” they say; * the rain will be
over soon.”

But they arc not long there when & servant ap-
pears carrying three umbrellas; she gives one to
Marie, one to me; she keeps one for herself.

“ But who is she? You told me you knew no one
at Vincennes.”

“No more I do”

“But you must know the people who live here;
the servant says that Monsicur (meaning her master)
knows Monsicur (meaning you).”

*] swear to you I don't know anybody here: but
let’s go-—it will be rather fun”

“But what shall we say in explanation? Shall
we say we're cousina? ™

“ Nobody believes in cousinn; shall we say we're
husband and wife? "

The dreamer seea two figures: memory reflects
them like & convex mirror, reducing them to a tenth
their original size, but he sces them clearly, and he
follows them through the rain up the steps of the
villa to the perron—-an explicit word that the Eng-
lish language lacks. ‘The young man continues
to protest that he never was at Vincennea before,
that he knows no one living there, and they are both
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a little excited by the adventure. Who can be the
owner of the house? A man of ordinary tastes, it
would scem, and while waiting for their host the
lovers examine the Turkey carpet, the richly uphol—
stered sofas and chairs.

A pretty little situation from which an accom-
plished story-teller could evolve some playful imagin-
ings. The accomplished story-teller would see at
once that le bon bourgeois et sa dame and the chil-
dren are learning English, and here is an occasion
of practice for the whole family. The accomplished
story-teller would see at once that the family must
take a fancy to the young couple, and in his story
the rain must continue to fall in torrents; these
would prevent the lovers from returning to Paris.
Why should they not stay to dinner? After dinner
the accomplished story-teller would bring in a num-
ber of neighbours, and set them dancing and singing.
What casier to suppose than that it was la bour-
geoise’s cvening at home? The young couple would
sit in a distant corner oblivious to all but their own
sweet sclves.  Le bourgeois ¢t sa dame would watch
them with kindly interest, deeming it a kindness not
to tell them that there were no trains after twelve;
and when the lovers at last determined that they
must depart, le bourgeois and la bourgeoise would
tell them that their room was quite ready, that there
was no possibility of returning to Paris that night.
A pretty little situation that might with advantage
be placed on the stage—on the French stage. A
pretty, altbough a painful, dilemma for a young
woman to find herself in, particularly when she is pas-

20 259



MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD LIFE

sionately in love with the young man.  ** Bitterly,”
the accomplished story-teller would say, * did the
young widow regret the sacrifice to propricty she
had made in allowing ber young man to pass her
off as his wife!™  The asccomplished atory teller
would then assure his reader that the pretty Ameri-
can had acted precisely as o lady should act under
the circumstances. But not being myself an aceom-
plished story-teller, I will not attempt to sny how
a lady should act in such a situation, and it would
be a fatuous thing for we to suggest that the lady
was passionately in love. The situation that my
fancy creates is ingenious; and T regret it did not
happen.  Nature spins her romances differently 3 and
I feel sure that the lovers returned from Vin-
cennes merely a little fluttered by theie adventure,
The reader would like to know if nuy appointment
was munde to meet againg if one was made it mnst
have been for the next day or the next, for have we
not imagined the young widow's purssage already
taken? Did she not tell that she was going back
to Americn at the end of the week?  He had anid:
“In a few days the Atlantic will be between us”
and this fuct had made them feel very sad, for the
Atlantic is a big thing and cannot be ignoced, par-
ticularly in love affairs. It would have been better
for the poct if he had accepted the bourgeois’ invi-
tation to dinner; friends, ne I suggested, might have
come in, an impromptu dance might have been ar-
ranged, or the rain might have hegun again: some-
thing would certuinly have happened to make them
miss the train; and they would have been asked to
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stay the night. The widow did not speak French,
the young man did; he might have arranged it all
with the bourgeois et sa dame, and the dear little
widow might never have known her fate—O happy
fatel~until the time came for them to go to their
room. DBut he, foolish fellow, missed the chance the
rain gave him, and all that came of this outing was
a promise to come back next year, and to dance the
Boston with him again; meanwhile he must wear her
garter upon his arm. Did the suggestion that she
should give him her garter come from her or from
him? Was the garter given in the cab when they
returned from Vincenncs, or was it given the next
time they met in Paris? To answer these questions
would not help the story; suffice it to say that she
said that the elastic would last a year, and when she
took his arm and found it upon it she would know
that he had been faithful to her. There was the
little handkerchief which she had given him, and this
he must keep in a drawer. Perhaps some of the
scent would survive this long year of separation. I
am sure that she charged him to write a letter to
the steamer she had taken her passage in, and, care-
less fellow! instead of doing so he wrote verses, and
the end of all this love affair, which began so well,
was an angry letter bidding him good-bye for ever,
saying he was not worthy because he had missed
the post. All this happened twenty years ago; per-
haps the earth is over her charming little personality,
and it will be over me before long. Nothing en-
dures; life is but change. What we call death is only
change. Death and life always overlapping, mixed
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mextricably, and no meaning in anything, werely a
stream of change in which things happen.  Some-
times the happenings arce pleasant, sometimes un-
pleasant, and in neither the pleasant nor the unpleas-
ant ean we detect any purpose. Twenty long years
ago, and there is no hope, not a particle,

I have come to the end of my mood; an ache in
my heart brings me to my feet, and looking round
I ery out: “ How dark is the room! Why is there
no light? Bring in the lamp!”



CHAPTER XII
SUNDAY EVENING IN LONDON

Marrien folk always know, only the bachelor
psks, “Where shall I dine? Shall I spend two
shillings in a chop-house, or five in my club, or ten
at the Café Royal?” For two or three more shil-
Jings one may sit on the balcony of the Savoy, facing
the spectacle of evening darkening on the river, with
lights of bridge and wharf and warehouse afloat in
the tide. Married folk know their bedfellows ; bach-
elors, and perhaps spinsters, are not so sure of theirs:
this is a side issue which we will not pursue; an
allusion to it will suffice to bring before the reader
the radical difference between the lives of the mar-
ried and the unmarried: O married ones, from
breakfast to six, only, do our lives resemble yours!
At that hour we begin to experience a sense of free-
dom and, I confess it, of loneliness. Perhaps life
is essentially a lonely thing, and the married and
the unmarried differ only in this, that we are lonely
when we arc by ourselves, and they are lonely when
they are together.

At half-past six the bachclor has to tidy up after
the day’s work, to put his picture away if he be a
Ppainter, to put his writings away if he be a writer,
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and then the very serivus question arises, with whom
shall he dine?  His thoughts fly through Belgravia
and Mayfuir, and after whisking round Portman
Square, and some other square in the northern neigh-
bourhood, they soar and go away northward to
Regent’s Park, seeking out somebody living in one
of those stately terraces who will ask him to stay
to dinner. At So-and-So's there is always a round
of beef and cold chicken-pie, whercas What-do-you-
call-them’s begin with soup. But really the food is
not of much consequence; it is intercsting company
he seeks.

It was last week that I realised, and for the firat
time, how different was the life of the married from
the unmarried. The day was Sunday, and I had been
writing all day, and in the hush that begins about
six o’clock I remembered I had no dinner engnge-
ment that evening. The cup of tea I generally take
about half-past four had enabled me to do another
hour’s work, but a little after six sentences refused
to form themselves, a little dizziness began in the
brain, und the question not only * Where shall I
dine? ” but *“ Where shall I pass the hour before
dinner?” presented itself.  The first thing to do
was to dress, and while dressing I remembered that
I had not wandered in Bt James’s Park for some
time, and that that park since boyhood had fasci-
nated me.  St. Jamea's Park and the Green Park
have never been divided in my admiration of their
beauty. The trees that grow along the Piceadilly
railings are more heautiful in 8t. James’s Park, or
seem so, for the dells are well designed. The art of
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landscape-gardening is more akin to the art of a
musician than to that of a painter; it is a sort of
architecture with colour added. The formal land-
scape-gardening of Versailles reminds one of a trag-
edy by Racine, but the romantic modulations of the
green hills along the Piccadilly areas are as enchant-
ing as Haydn. There was a time when a boy used
to walk from Brompton to Piccadilly to sce, not the
dells, but the women going home from the Argyle
Rooms and the Alhambra, but after a slight hesita-
tion he often crossed from the frequented to the
silent side, to stand in admiration of the white rays
of moonlight stealing between the trunks of the
trees, allowing him to perceive the shapes of the
hollows through the darkness. The trees grow so
beautifully about these mounds, and upon the
mounds, that it is easy to fill the interspaces with
figures from Gainsborough’s pictures, ladies in
hoops and powdered hair, clegant gentlemen wearing
buckled shoes, tail-coats, and the swords which made
them gentlemen. Gainsborough did not make his
gentlemen plead—that was his fault ; but Watteau’s
ladies put their fans to their lips so archly, asking
the pleading lover if he believes all he says, know-
ing well that his vows are only part of the gracious
entertainment. But why did not the great designer
of St. James’s Park build little Greek temples—
those pillared and domed temples which give such
grace to English parks? Perhaps the great artist
who laid out the Green Park was a moralist and a
seer, and divining the stream of ladies that come
up from Brompton to Piccadilly he thought—well,
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well, his thoughts were his own, and now the earth
is over him, ns Rossetti would say.

Five-and-twenty years ago the white rays slanted
between the tree-trunks, and the interspaces length-
ened out, disappearing in illusive lights and shades,
and, ascending the hill, the boy used to look over
the empty plain, wondering at the lights of the
Horse Guards shining far away like a village. Per-
haps to-night, about midnight, I may find myself in
Piccadilly again, for we change very little; what
interested us in our youth intercats us almost to the
end. St. James's Park is perhaps more beautiful
in the sunsct-—there is the luke, and, led by remem-
brance of grome sunsets I had seen on it, I turned out
of Victoria Street last Sunday, taking the castern
gate, my thoughts occupicd with beautiful Nature,
seeing in imagination the shapes of the trees design-
ing themsclves grandly against the sky, and the little
life of the ponds-—— the ducks going hither and
thither, every duck intent upon its own business and
its own desire. I was extremely fortunate, for the
effect of light in the Green Park was more beautiful
last Sunday than anything I had ever meen; the
branches of the tall plane trees hung over the green-
sward, the deciduous folinge hurdly stirring in the
pale sunshine, and my heart went out to the ceremo-
nious and eynieal garden, artificial as eighteenth-
century couplets, Wikl Nature repels me; and [
thought how interesting it wan to consider one’s self,
to ponder one’s sympathies. Our antipathies are not
quite so interesting to consider, but they are inter-
esting, too, in a way, for they belong to one's self,
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and sclf is man’s main business: all outside of self is
uncertain; all comes from sclf, all returns to self.
The rcason I desired St. James’s Park last Sunday
was surely beeause it was part of me—not that part
known to my friends; our friends understand only
those margins of themselves which they discover in
us. Never did I meet one who discovered for him-
gself or herself that I loved trees better than flowers,
or was deeply interested in the fact when attention
wag called to it. . . .

X watch the trees and never weary of their sway-
ing—solemnly silent and strangely green they are
in the long, rainy days, excited when a breeze is
blowing; in fine weather they gossip like frivolous
girls! In their tremulous decline they are more
beautiful than ever, far more beautiful than flowers.
Now, I am telling myself, the very subconscious soul
is speaking. And with what extraordinary loveliness
did the long branches hang out of the tall, stately
plane trees like plumes; in the hush of sound and
decline of light the droop of the deciduous foliage
spoke Iike a memory. I scemed to have known the
park for centuries; yon glade I recognised as onc
that Wattcan bad painted. But in what picture?
It is difficult to say, so casily do his pictures flow one
into the other, always the same melancholy, the
melancholy of festival, that pain in the heart, that
yearning for the beyond which all suffer whose busi-
ness in life is to wear painted or embroidered dresses,
and to listen or to plead, with this for sole variation,
that they who listen to-day will plead to-morrow.
Watteau divined the sorrow of those who sit under
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colonnades always playing some part, great or small,
in love’s comedy, listening to the murmur of the
fountain, watching a gentleman and lady advaneing
and bowing, bowing and retiring, dancing a pavane
on a richly coloured carpet. Pierrot, the white, sen-
sual animal, the cighteenth-century modification of
the satyr, of the faun, plays a guitar; the pipe of
Pan has been exchanged for a guitar,

As the twilight gathered under the plane trees
my vision became more mixed and morbid, and I
hardly knew if the picture I saw was the picture in
the Dulwich Gallery or the exquisite picture in the
TLouvre, “Une Asgsemblée dans la Pare” We all
know that picture, the gallants and the ladies hy the
water-side, and the blue evening showing through
the tall trees. The picture before me was like that
picture, only the placing of the trees and the slope
of the greensward did not admit of so extended a
composition. A rough tree-trunk, from which a
great branch had been broken or lopped off, stood
out suddenly in very nineteenth-century naturalness,
awaking the ghost of a pieture which I recognised
at once as Corot. Behind the tree a tender, evanes-
cent sky, pure and transparent as the very heart of
a flower, rose up, filling the park with romance, and
as the sunset drooped upon the water, my soul naid,
“The Lake!” Ah, the pensive shadow that falls
from the hills on either side of ** The Lake,” leaving
the middle of the picture suffused with a long stream
of light, narrowing as it approached the low horis
zon. But the line of the trees on the hither side of
this London lake wag heavier than the spiritual trees
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there was not anywlu.re the beauty of the broken
birch that leans over the lake in “ Le Lac de Garde.”
Then I thought of “The Ravine,” for the darken-
ing island reminded me of the hillside in the picture.
But the St. James’s Park sky lacked the refined con-~
centration of light in  The Ravine,” so beautifully
placed, low down in the picture, behind some dark
branches jutting from the right. The difference
between Nature and Corot is as great as the differ-
ence between a true and a false Corot. Not that
there is anything untrue in Nature, only Nature
lacks humanity——self! Therefore not quite so in-
teresting as a good Corot.

So did I chatter to myself as I walked toward
the bridge, that dear bridge, thrown straight as a
plank across the lake, with numerous water-fowl
collected there, a black swan driving the ducks about,
snatching more than his due share of bread, and little
children staring stolidly, afraid of the swan, and
constantly reproved by their mothers for reasons
which must always seem obscure to the bachelor.
A little breeze was blowing, and the ducks bobbed
like corks in the waves, keeping themselves in place
with graceful side-strokes of their webbed feet.
Sometimes the ducks rose from the water and flew
round the trees by Queen Anne’s Mansions, or they
fled down the lake with outstretched necks like ducks
on a Japanese fan, dropping at last into the water
by the darkening island, leaving long silver lines,
which the mght mstantly obliterated.

An impression of passing away, of the effacement
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of individual life. One sighs, remembering that it
is even so, that life passes, sunrise after sunrise,
moonlight upon moonlight, evening upon evening,
and we like May-flies on the surface of a stream,
no more than they for all our poets and priests.

The eclock struck seven, reminding me of the
dinner-hour, reminding me that I should have to
dine alone that evening. To avoid dining alone 1
should not have lingered in 8t. James's Park, but
if I had not lingered I should have missed an ex-
quisite hour of meditation, and meditations are as
necessary to me as absinthe to the absinthe-drinker.
Only some little incident was wanting--a meeting
with one whom one has not scen for a long time, a
man or a woman, it would not matter which, a peg
whercon to hang the deseription of the dusk among
the trees, but 1 had met no friend in the Park., But
one appearcd on the threshold of St James's Street,
There I met a young man, a painter, one whose pie-
tures interested me somctimes, and we went to a
restaurant to talk art,

“ After dinner,” I said, * we will get the beat
cigars and walk nbout the circus.  Every Sunday
night it is crowded ; we shall gee the women hurrying
to and fro on love’s quest.  The warm night will
bring them all out in white dresses, and a white dreas
in the moonlight is an enchantment. Don’t you like
the feather boas reaching almost to the ground? I
do. Lights-o’love going about their business in-
terest me extraordinarily, for they and the tinkers
and gipsics are the last that remain of the old world

when outlawry was common. Now we are all social-
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ists, more or less occupied with the performance of
duties which obtain every one’s approval. Methinks
it is a relief to know that somebody lives out of
society. I like all this London, this midnight
London, when the round moon rises above the gra-
cious line of Regent Street, and flaming Jupiter
soars like a hawk, following some quest of his own.
We on our little, he on his greater quest.”

The night was hot and breathless, like a fume,
and upon a great silken sky the circular and sono-
rous street circled like an amphitheatre. . . . I
threw open my light overcoat, and, seizing the arm
of my friend, I said:

“ He reminds me of a Turk lymg amid houris.
The gnawing, creeping sensualities of his phrase—
his one phrase—how descriptive it is of the form
and whiteness of a shoulder, the supple fulness of
the arm’s muscle, the brightness of eyes increased
by kohl! Scent is burning on silver dishes, and
through the fumes appear the subdued colours of
embroidered stuffs and the inscrutable traceries of
bronze lamps. Or, maybe, the scene passes on a
terrace overlooking a dark river. Behind the domes
and minarets a yellow moon dreams like an odalisque,
her hand on the circle of her breast; and through
the torrid silence of the garden, through the odour
of over-ripe fruit and the falling sound thereof,
comes the melancholy warble of a fountain. Or is
it the sorrow of lilies rising through the languid air
to the sky? The night is blue and breathless; the
spasms of the lightning are intermittent among the
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minarets and the domes; the hot, fieree fover of
the garden waxes in the almond seent of peaches
and the white odalisques advancing, sleek oracles of
mood. . . . He reminds me of the dark-eyed Bohe-
mian who comes into a tavern silently, and, standing
in a corner, plays long, wild, ravishing strains. I
sec him not, I hardly hear him; my thoughts are far
away; my soul slumbers, desiving nothing. I care
not to Lift my head. Why should I hreak the spell
of my meditations? But I feel that his dark eyes
are fixed upon me, and little by little, in spite of my
will, my senses awake; a strange germination is in
progress within me; thoughts and desires that 1
dread, of whose existence in myself T wax not aware,
whose existence in myself T would fain deny, come
swiftly and come slowly, and settle amd absorb and
become part of me. . . . Fear ix upon me, but I may
not pause; I am hurried on; repudiation is impos-
sible, supplication and the wringing of hands are
vain; God has abandoned me: my worst nature is
uppermost. I sec it floating up from the depths of
my being, a viscous scum. But I can do nothing to
check or control. . . . God has abandoned me. , . .
I am the prey to that dark, sensual-eyed Bohemian
and his abominable fiddle ; and seizing my bank-notes,
my gold and my silver, I throw him all T have. I bid
him cease, and fall back exhausted. Give me * The
Ring,” give me “ The Ring.” Its cloud palaces, its
sea~caves and forests, and the animality therein, its
giants and dwarfs and sirens, its mankind and its
godkind—surely it is nearer to life! Or go into
the meadows with Becthoven, and listen to the lark
7%
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and the blackbird! We arc nearer life lying by a
shady brook, hearing the quail in the meadows and
the yellow-hammer in the thicket, than we are now,
under this oppressive sky. This street is like Klin-
sor’s garden; here, too, are flower-maidens—pat-
chouli, jessamine, violct. Here is the languorous
atmosphere of “Parsifal.” Come, let us go; let us
seck the country, the moon-haunted dells we shall see
through Piccadilly railings. Have you ever stood
in the dip of Piccadilly and watched the moonlight
among the trees, and imagined a comedy by Wy-
cherley acted there, a goodly company of gallants
and fine ladies seated under the trees watching it?
Every one has come there in painted sedan-chairs;
the bearers are gathered together at a little dis-
tance.”

“My dear friend, you’re talking so much that
you don’t see those who are passing us. That girl,
she who has just turned to look back, favours helio-
trope; it is delicious still upon the air; she is as
pretty a girl as any that ever came in a sedan-chair
to see a comedy by Wycherley. The comedy varies
very little: it is always the same comedy, and it is
always interesting. The circus in a sultry summer
night under a full moon is very like Klinsor’s garden.
Come, if you be not Parsifal.”



CHAPTER XIII
RESURGAM

1 was in London when my brother wrote telling
me that mother was ill. She was not in any imme-
diate danger, he snid, but if a change for the worse
were to take place, and it were necessary for me to
come over, he would send a telegram, A few hours
after a telegram was handed to me. It contained
four worde: * Come at once.- - Maurice  * So
mother is dying,” I muttered to myself, and I atood
at gaze, foreseeing mysclf taken into her room by a
nurse and given a chair by the bedside, foresecing o
hand lying outside the bed which 1 should have to
hold until I heard the death-rattle and saw her face
become quiet for ever.

This was my first vision, but in the midst of my
packing, 1 remembered that mother might linger for
days. The dear friend who lies in the church-yard
under the downs lingered for weeks; every day her
husband and her children saw her dying under their
eyes: why should not this misfortune be mine? I
know not to what God, but I prayed all night in the
train, and on board the boat: I got into the train
at the Broadstone praying. It is impossible, at least
for me, to find words to express adequately the agony
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of mind I endured on that journey. Words can only
hint at it, but I think that any one possessed of any
experience of life, or who has any gift of imagina-
tion, will be able to gucss at the terror that haunted
me—terror of whatP~—not so much that my mother
might die, nor hope that she might live, but just
that I might arrive in time to see her die. In this
confession I am afraid I shall seem hard and selfish
to some; that will be because many people lack
imagination, or the leisure to try to understand that
there are not only many degrees of sensibility, but
many kinds, and it is doubtful if any reader can say
with truth any more than that my sensibility is not
his or hers. It is my privilege to be sympathetic
with ideas I do not share, and in certain moods I
approach those who take a sad pleasure in last words,
good-byes, and at looking on the dead. In my pres-
ent mood it seems to me that it is not unlikely that
my mother’s last good-bye and her death appeared
to me more awful in imagination than it would have
ever done in reality. Indeed, there can be hardly
any doubt that this is so, for we are only half-
conscious of what is happening. Reality clouds, our
actions mitigate, our perception; we can see clearly
only when we look back or forwards. There is some-
thing very merciful about reality; if there were not,
we should not be able to live at all.

But to the journey. How shall I tell it? The third
part must have been the most painful, so clearly do I
rememnaber it: the curious agony of mind caused by a
sudden recognition of objects long forgotten—a tree

or a bit of bog-land. The familiar country,evocative
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of a great part of my childhood, carried my thoughts
hither and thither. My thoughts ranged like the
awallows; the birds had vo deubt just arrived, and
in swift elliptienl flights they hunted for guats along
tlie banks of the old weedy eanal. That weedy canul
along which the train travelled took my thoughts
brek to the very beginning of my life, when [ stood
at the carriage window and plagued my father and
mother with questions regarding the life of the
barges passing up and down. And it waa the sudden
awakenings from these memories that were so ter-
rible—the sudden thrust of the thought that I was
going westward to see my mother die, and that noth-
ing could save her from death or wme from seeing hey
dic. Perhaps to find one's welf suddenly deprived of
all will is the greatest suffering of all, How many
times did I say to wmyself, * Nothing can anve me
unless I get out at the next station,” and I iungined
myself taking a car and driving away through the
country ! But if I did such a thing I should be looked
upon ax a madman. * One is bound on a wheel,” 1
muttered, and T begnn to think how men under sen-
tence of death must often wonder why they were
sclected expecinlly for such a fate, and the mystery,
the riddle of it all, must be perhaps the greatest part
of their pain.

The morning was one of the most beautiful 1 had
ever seen, and I used to cateh myself thinking out
a picturesque expression to deseribe it It seemned
to me that the earth might be compared to an egg,
it looked so warm under the white sky, and the sky
wne as soft as the breast feathers of a dove. This
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sudden bow-wowing of the literary skeleton made me
feel that I wanted to kick myself. Nature has for-
gotten to provide us with a third leg whereby we may
revenge ourselves on instincts that we cannot con-
trol. A moment afterward I found myself plunged
in reflections regarding the impossibility of keeping
one’s thoughts fixed on any one subject for any con-
siderable length of time. At the end of these reflec-
tions I fell back, wondering, again asking if I were
really destined to watch by my mother’s death-bed.
That day I seemed to become a sheer mentality, a
sort of buzz of thought, and I could think of myself
only as of a fly climbing a glass dome. It seemed to
me that I was like a fly climbing and falling back,
buzzing, and climbing again. * Never,” I said to
myself, “ have I been more than a fly buzzing In a
glass dome. And, good Lord, who made the glass
dome? > How often did I ask myself that question,
and why it was made, and if it were going to endure
for ever!

In such sore perplexity of mind questions from
anybody would be intolerable, and I shrank back
into the corner of the carriage whenever a passer-by
reminded me, however vaguely, of anybody I had
ever known; the mental strain increased mile after
mile, for the names of the stations grew more famil-
iar. I began to try to remember how many there
were before we arrived at Claremorris, the station
at which I was going to get out. Half an hour
afterward the train slackened, the porter cried out
¢ Ballyhaunis.” 'The next would be Claremorris, and
I watched every field, foreseeing the long road, my-
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self on one side of the car, the driver on the other;
a two hours’ drive in silence or in talk-—in talk, for
I should have to tell him my errand. . . . ITe might
be able to tell me about my mother, if the news of
her illness had got as far as Claremorris, At the
public-house where I went to get a enr 1 made in-
quiries, but nothing was known. My mother must
have fallen il suddenly—of what? 1 had not heard
she was ailing ; I did not remember her ¢ver to have
been ill. At that moment some trecs reminded me
that we were close to Ballyglass, and my thoughta
wandered away to the long road on the other side
of the hill, and I saw there (for do we not often
see things in memory as plainly as if they were be-
fore us?) the two eream-coloured ponies, Ivory and
Primrosge, she used to drive, and the phacton, und
myself in it, a little child in frocks, anxious, above all
things, to sce the mail-conch go by, A great sight
it was to see it go by with mail-bags and luggage,
the guard blowing a horn, the horses trotting aplen-
didly, the lengthy reins swinging, and the driver, his
head leaned a little on one side to save his hut from
being blown away-—he used to wear n grey beaver
hat. The great event of that time was the day that
we went to Ballyglass, not to see the coach go by, but
to get into it, for in those duys the railway stopped
at Athenry. And that was the day I saw the canal,
and heard with astonishment that there was a time
long ago, no doubt in my father’s youth, when peo-
ple used to go to Dublin in 8 barge. Those memorics
were like a stupor, and awaking suddenly I saw that
not more than two and a half miles lay between me
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and my mother. In half an hour more I should know
whether she were alive or dead, and I watched the
horse trotting, interested in his shambling gait, or
not at all interested in it— I do not know which.
On occasions of great mervous tension one observes
everything. . . . Everything I remembered best ap-
peared with mechanical regularity; now it was a
wood, a while afterward somebody’s farmyard, later
on a line of cottages, another wood, one of my own
gate lodges. An old sawyer lived in it now—Ilooking
after it for me; and I hoped that the wheels of the
car would not bring him out, for it would distress
me to see him. The firs in the low-lying land had
grown a little within the last thirty years, but not
much. We came to the bridge; we left it behind us;
the gate lodge and the drive from it; the plantation
that I knew so well, the lilac bushes, the laburnums
~—good Heavens! How terrible was all this resur-
rection! Mists hide the mountains from us, the
present hides the past; but there are times when the
present does not exist at all, when every mist is
cleared away, and the past confronts us in naked
outline, and that perhaps is why it is so painful to
me to return home. The little hill at the beginning
of the drive is but a little hill, but to me it is much
more, o intimately is it associated with all the pains
and troubles of childhood. All this park was once
a fairyland to me; now it is but a thin reality, a
book which I have read, and the very thought of
which bores me, g0 well do I know it. There is the
lilac bush! X used to go there with my mother thirty
years ago at this time of ycar, and we used to come
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home with our hands full of bloom. Two more turs-
ings and we should be within sight of the house!
This is how men feel when condemned to death, I
am surc of it. At the last hill the driver allowed his
horse to fall into a walk, but T begged of him to
drive on the horse, for I saw some peasants about
the steps of the hall door; they were waiting, no
doubt, for mews, or perhaps they had news, * We
have bad news for you,” they cried in the wailing
tones of the West.

“ Not altogether bad news,” I said to myself ; *“ my
mother is dead, but T have been saved the useless
pain, the torture of spirit, I should have endured if
I had arrived in time.” China rodes used to grow
over the railings; very few blooms were left. I
noticed just a few as I ran up the high steps, usk-
ing myself why I could not put the past hebind me.
If ever there was a time to live in the present this
was one; but never was the present further from
me and the past clearer than when [ opened the hall
door and stood in the hall paved with grey stones
and painted grey and blue, Three generations hued
played there; in that corner I had learned to spin
my first top, and T had kept on trying, showing n
perseverance that amazed my father. He snid, * If
he will show as much perseverance in other things
a8 he does in the spinning of a top, he will not fail.>
He used to catch me trying and trying to spin that
top when he eame downatairs on his way to the atahles
to ace his beloved racehorses; that is the very chair
on which he used to put his hat and gloves, In those
days tall hats were worn in the country, and it wes
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the business of his valet to keep them well brushed.
How the little old man used to watch me, objecting
in a way to my spinning my top in the hall, fearful
lest I should overturn the chair on which the hat
stood : sometimes that did happen, and then, oh dear!

In search of some one I opened the drawing-room
door. My sister was there, and I found her on a
sofa. weeping for our mother, who had died that
morning. We are so constituted that we demand
outward signs of our emotions, especially of grief;
we axe doubtful of its genuineness unless it is accom-
panicd by sighs and tears; and that, I suppose, is
why my sister’s tears were welcomed by me, for, truth
to tell, I was a little shocked at my own insensibility.
This was stupid of me, for I knew through expe-
riecnce that we do not begin to suffer immediately
after the accident; everything takes time, grief as
well as pain. But in a moment so awful as the one
I am deseribing one does not reflect; one falls back
on the convention that grief and tears are insepara-
ble as fire and smoke. If I could not weep it were
well that my sister could, and I accepted her tears
as a tribute paid to our mother’s goodness—a good-
ness which never failed, for it was instinctive. It
even scemed to me a pity that Nina had to dry her
eyes 80 that she might tell me the sad facts—when
mother died, of her illness, and the specialist that
had not arrived in time. I learned that some one had
blundered-—not that that mattered much, for mother
would not have submitted to an operation.

While listening to her, I unwittingly remembered
how we used to talk of the dear woman whose funeral
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I described in the pages entitled * A Remembrance,”
We used to talk, her daughters and her son and her
husband and I, of her who was dying upstairs. We
were greatly moved—-1 at lenst apprecinted my love
of her——yet our talk would drift from her suddenly,
and we would spenk of indifferent things, or may-
be the butler would arrive to tell us Junch was ready.
How these incidents jar our finer feclings! They
geem to degrade life, and to such a point thut we are
ashamed of living, and are tempted to regard life
itself as a disgrace.

I foresaw that the same interruptions, the same
devagations, would happen smong ourselves in the
square Georgian house standing on a hill-tup over-
looking a long winding lake, as had happened smong
my friends in the Nalian howse under the downs
amid bunches of evergreen onka.  Nor had 1 to wait
long for one of these unhappy devagations. My
sister had to tell me who was staying in the house:
an aunt was there, my mother’s sister, and an uncle,
my mother’s brother, was cuming over nest dny. It
is casy to guess how the very mention of theae names
beguiled us from what should be the subject of our
thought. And the room itself wupplicd plenty of
distractions: all the old furniture, the colour of the
walls, the very atmosphere of the roum took my
thought back to my childhood. “The sofa on which
my sister waa sitting had been broken years ngo, and
I unwittingly remembered how it had been broken,
It had been taken away to a lumber-room: somebody
had had it mended. I began to wonder who had done
this---mother, most likely ; she looked after every
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thing. I have said that I had just arrived after a
long journcy. I had caten nothing since the night
before. My sister spoke of lunch and we went into
the dininp;v-room, ond in the middle of the meal my
brother came in looking so very solemn that I began
to wonder if he had assumed the expression he
thought appropriate to the occasion—I mean if he
had involuntarily cxaggerated the expression of
grief he would naturally wear. We are so consti-
tuted that the true and the false overlap each other,
and so subtly that no analysis can determine where
one ends and the other begins. I remembered how
the rclatives and the friends on the day of the funeral
in Sussex arrived, each one with a very grave face,
perchance interrupting us in the middle of some
trivial conversation ; if so, we instantly became grave
and talked of the dead woman sympathetically for
a few minutes; then on the first opportunity, and
with a feeling of relief, we began to talk of indiffer-
ent things; and with every fresh arrival the comedy
was re-acted. Returning from the past to the pres-
ent, I listened to my brother, who was speaking of
the blunder that had been made: how a wrong doctor
had come down owing to—the fault was laid upon
somebody, no matter upon whom; the subject was a
painful one and might well have been dropped, but
he did not dare to talk of anything but our mother,
and we all strove to carry on the conversation as long
as possible. But my brother and I had not seen each
other for years; he had come back from India after
a long absence. Nor, I think, had I seen my sister
since she was married, and that was a long while ago;
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she had had children; I had not seen her hefore in
middle age. We were anxious to ask each other ques-
tiong, to hear each other's news, and we were anxious
to see the landscape that we had not seen, at lenst
not together, for many years; and I remember how
we were tempted out of the house by the noft sunlight
floating on the lawn. The same gentle day full of
mist and sunlight that I had watched since early
morning had been prolonged, and the evening dif-
fered hardly from the morning; the exaltation in
the air was & little more intense. My mother died
certainly on the most beautiful day I had ever ween,
the most winsome, the most white, the most wanton,
as full of love as a girl in a lane who stopa to gather
a spray of hawthorn. How many times, like many
another, did I wonder why death should have come
to any onc on such a bridal-like day. That we should
expect Nature to prepare a decoration in accordance
with our moods is part of the old savagery, Through
reason we know that Nature cares for us not at all,
that our sufferings concern her not in the least, but
our instinets conform to the time when the sun stood
still and angels were about. It was impossible for
us not to wonder why the black shadow of death
should have fallen across the white radiant day, I
say “us,” for my brother no doubt pondered the
coincidence, though he did not speak his thoughts to
me.  No one dares to spenk such thoughta; they are
the foolish substanee of ourselves which we try to
coneenl from others, forgetting that we are all alike.
The day moved nlowly from afternoon to evening,
like a bride hidden within a white veil, her hands and
K4
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her veil filled with white blossom: but a black bird,
tiny like & humming-bird, had perched upon a bunch
of blossom, and I seemed to lose sight of the day in
the sinister black speck that had intruded itself upon
it. No doubt I could think of something better were
I to sct my mind upon doing so, but that is how
I thought the day I walked on the lawn with my
brother, ashamed and yet compelled to talk of what
our lives had heen during the years that separated us.
How could once be overpowered with grief amid so
many distracting circumstances? Everything I saw
wos at once new and old. I had come among my
brother and sister suddenly, not having seen them,
as I have said, for many years; this was our first
meeting since childhood, and we were assembled in
the house where we had all been born. The ivy
grown all over one side of the house, the disappear-
ance of the laburnum, the gap in the woods—these
things were new; but the lake that I had not seen
since a little child I did not nced to look at, so well
did X know how every shorc was bent, and the place
of every island. My first adventures began on that
long yellow strand; I did not need to turn my head
to sce it, for I knew that trces intervened and I knew
the twisting path through the wood. That yellow
strand speckled with tufts of rushes was my first
playground. DBut when my brother proposed that
we should walk there, I found some excuse; why go?
The reality would destroy the dream. What reality
could equal my memory of the firs where the rabbits
burrowed, of the drain where we fished for minnows,

of the long strand with the lake far away in summer-
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time? How well I remember that yellow sand, hard
and level in some places as the floor of a ball room.
The water there is so shallow that our governess used
to allow us to wander at will, to run on ahend in pur-
suit of a sandpiper. The bird used to fly round with
little cries; and we often used to think it was
wounded ; perhaps it pretended to he wounded in
order to lead us away from its nest. We did not
think it possible to see the lake in any new aspect,
yet there it lay as we had never scen it before, so
still, so soft, so grey, like a white muslin scar{ flow-
ing out, winding past island and headland. The
silence was so intense that one thought of the fairy-
books of long ago, of sleeping woods and haunted
castles; there were the castles on jslands lying in
misted water, fuint as dreams. Now and then o bird
uttered a piercing little chatter from the branches
of the tall larches, and ducks talked in the reedas,
but their talk was only a soft murmur, hardly louder
than the rustle of the reeds now in full leaf. Ewvery-
thing was spellbound that day; the shadows of reed
and island seemed fixed for ever as in a magic mirror
—a mirror that somebody had breathed upon, and,
listening to the little gurgle of the water ahout the
limestone shingle, one seemed to hear cternity mur-
muring its sad monotony.

The lake curves inland, forming a pleasant bay
among the woods; there is a sandy spit where some
pines have found roothold, and they live on some-
how despite the harsh sallies of the wind in winter.
Along the shore dead reeds lie in rows three feet
deep among the rushes; had they been placed there
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by hand they could not have been placed with more
regularity ; and there is an old cart-track, with haw-
thorns growing out of a tumbled wall. The hillside
is planted—beautiful beeches and hollies at one end,
and at the other some lawny interspaces with tall
larches swaying tasselled branches shedding faint
shadows. These were the wonder of my childhood.
A path leads through the wood, and under the
rugged pine somebody has placed a seat, a roughly
hewn stone supported by two upright stones. For
some reason unknown to me this seat always sug-
gested, even when I was a child, a pilgrim’s seat.
I suppose the suggestion came from the knowledge
that my grandmother used to go every day to the
tomb at the end of the wood where her husband and
sons lay, and whither she was taken herself long ago
when I was in frocks; and twenty years after my
father was taken there.

What a ceaseless recurrence of the same things!
A hearse will appear again in a few days, perhaps
the same hearse, the horses covered up with black
made to look ridiculous with voluminous weed, the
coachman no better than a zany, the ominous supe-
rior mute directing the others with a wand; there
will be a procession of relatives and friends, all wear-
ing crépe and black gloves, and most of them think-
ing how soon they can get back to their business:
that masquerade which we call a funeral!

Fearing premature burial (a very common fear),
my mother had asked that her burial should be post-
poned until a natural change in the elements of her
body should leave no doubt that life no longer lin-
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gored there,  And the interval between her denth and
her burial I spent along the lnke’s shore. "The swne
wenther continued day after day, and it is almost im-
possible to find words to expres the bonuty of the
grey reflection of the islands and the reeds, and the
faint evaneseent shores flonting away, disappenring
in the sun-haze, and the silence about the shores, o
kind of enchanted silence, interrupted, ax I have snid,
only by the low gurgle of the water about the line-
stone shingle. Now and then the song of abird would
break out, and all wax silence agnin, . . . ** A silence
that seems to come out of the very heart of things!™
I said, and I stopped to listen, like one at the world’s
end 3 T walked on, wondering, through the rushes and
tussocked grass and juniper bushes which grew slong
the wilding shore, nlong the edge of the woud,  Com-
ing from the town, I could not but admire the eqipti-
ness of the country § hardly ever did 1 hear the sound
of « human voice or a footstep s only onee did T meet.
sonte wood-gatherers, poor women enrrying bundles
of faggots, bent under their loads,  And thinking
that perehance 1T knew thew - they were evidently
from the village i if so, T st have known them when
I was a hoy-—1 wag guddenly seized by an unaceount-
able dread or n shyness, oceasioned no doubt by the
sense of the immense difference that tinwe hnd offected
in ua: they were the snme, but T was different.  The
books I had pondered and the pietures T had seen
had estranged me from them, simple souls that they
were; and the consciousness of the injustice of the
hunman lot made it a pain to me to look into their
eyer. 8o I was glad to be able to pass behind some
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bushes, and to escape into the wood without their
pereciving me.

And coming upon pleasant interspaces, pleasanter
even than those that lingered in my memory, I lay
down, for, though the days were the first days of
May, the grass was long and warm and ready for
the seythe, the tassclled branches of the tall larches
swung faintly in a delicious breeze, and the words
of the old Irish poct came into my mind, “ The wood
was like & harp in the hands of a harper.” 'To see
the boughs, to listen to them, scemed a sufficient
delight, and I began to admire the low sky full of
cotton-like clouds, and the white flower that was
beginning to light up the little leaves of the hedge-
row, and I suppose it was the May-flower that drew
down upon me a sudden thought of the beloved girl
lost to me for ever. My mother’s death had closed
that wound a little, but in 8 moment all my grief
reappeared, the wound gaped again, and it was im-
possible to stanch the bleeding.

A man cannot lament two women at the same time,
and only a month ago the most beautiful thing that
had ever appeared in my life, an idea which I knew
from the first X was destined to follow, had appeared
to me, had stayed with me for a while, and had passed
from me. All the partial loves of my youth seemed
to find expression at last in o passion that would
know no change. 'Who shall explain the mystery of
love that time cannot change? Iate is the only
word that conveys any idea of it, for of what use to
say that her hair was blond and thick, that her eyes
were grey and blue? I had known many women be-
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fore her, and many had hair and eyes as fine and as
deep as hers. But never one but she had had the in-
dispensable quality of making me feel I was more
intensely alive when she was by me than I was when
she was away. It is that tingle of life that we are
always secking, and that perhaps we must lose in
order to retain. On such a day, under the swaying
branches of the larches, the whiteness of the lake
curving so beautifully amid low shores could not
fail to remind me of her body, and its mystery re-
minded me of her mystery; but the melancholy line
of mountains rippling down the southern sky wusa
not like her at all.  One forgets what is unlike, earing
only to dwell upon what is like. . . . Thinking of
her my senses grow dizzy, a sort of madness creeps
up hehind the eyes. What an exquisite despair is this
~~that one shall never possess that beautiful person-
ality again, sweet-scented as the May-time, that [
shall never hold that dainty oval face in my hands
again, shall look into those beautiful eyes no more,
that all the intimacy of her person is now but a
memory never to be renewed by actusl presence—
jn these moments of passionate memory one expe-
riences real grief, a pang that never has found
expresgion perchance except in Niabe: even that
concentration of features is more an expression of
despair than grief. And it was the grief that this
girl inspired that prevented me from mourning my
mother as I should like to have mourned her, as she
was worthy of being mourned, for she was a good
woman, her virtues shone with mere admirable light
year after year; and had I lived with her, had I been
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with her during the last years of her life, her death
would have come upon me with a sense of personal
loss ; I should have mourned her the day she died as
I mourn her now, intimately ; when I am alone in the
evening, when the fire is sinking, the sweetness of her
presence steals by me, and I realise what I lost in
losing her.

We do not grieve for the dead because they have
been deprived of the pleasures of this life (if this
life be a pleasure), but beenuse of our own loss.
But who would impugn such sclfishness? Tt is the
best thing we have, it is our very selves. Think of
a mistress’s shame if her lover were to tell her that
he loved her because she wished to be beloved, be-
cause he thought it would give her pleasurc to be
loved——she would hate him for such altruism, and
deem him unworthy of her. She would certainly
think like this, and turn her face from him for a
while until some desire of possession would send her
back to him. We arc always thinking of ourselves
dircetly or indirectly. I was thinking of myself
when shame prevented me from going to meet the
poor wood-gatherers; they would not have thought
at all of the injustice of having been left to the
labour of the ficlds while T had gone forth to enjoy
the world; they would have been interested to see
me again, and a few kind words would have made
their load scem casier on their backs. Called back
by a sudden association of ideas, I began to con-
sider that shameful injustice is undoubtedly a part
of our human lot, for we may only grieve passion-
ately for the casual, or what scems the merely casual;
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perhaps beeause the ultimate law is hidden from us;
I am thinking now of her who comes suddenly into
our lives tempting us with colour, fugitive ax that
of a flower, luring us with light as rapid as the light
shed from the wings of a dove. Why, I asked my-
self, as I lay under the larches, are we to mourn
transitory delight so intensely, why should it pos-
sess us more entirely than the sorrow that we expe-
rience for her who endured the labour of child bear-
ing, who nourished us perchance at her breast, whose
devotion to us was unceasing, and who grew kindlier
and more divorced from every thought of self as the
years went by?  From injustice there ean be no
cseape, not a particle. At best we ean, indeed we
must, acquicsce in the fact that the only sorrow to
be found in our henrts for aged persons is a sort of
gentle sorrow, such as the year itself adminisiors to
our senses in autumn, when we come home with our
hands full of the beautiful single duhline that the
Dutchmen loved and painted, bound up with sprays
of reddening creepers; we come home along the
sunny roads over which the yellow heeches lenn so
pathetically, and we are sad for the year, but we do
not grieve passionately; our hearts do not break,

Then again we cannot grieve na the conventions
would have us gricve-—in strange dress; the very fact
of wearing erépe and black gloves nlienates us from
our real selves; we are no longer ourselves, we are
mummers engaged in the performance of a masque. 1
could have mourned my mother better without crépe.
“ There never has been invented anything so horrible
a8 the modern funeral,” I cried out. A picture of
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the hearse and the mutes rose up in my mind, and it
was at that very moment that the song of the bird
broke out again, and just above my head in the
larches an ugly, shrilling song of about a dozen
notes with an accent on the two last, a stupid, tire-
some stave that never varied. “What bird can it
be,” I cried out,*that comes to interrupt my medita-
tions? »” and getting up I tried to discover it amid the
branches of the tree under which I had been lying.
It broke out again in another tree a little farther
away, and again in another. I followed it, and it led
me round the wood towards the hilltop to the foot
of the steps, two short flights; the second flight, or
part of it at least, has to be removed when the vault
is opened. It consists, no doubt, of a single chamber
with shelves along either side; curiosity leads few
into vaults not more than a hundred years old ; above
the vault is the monument, a very simple one, a sort
of table built in, and when my father was buried,
a priest scrambled up or was lifted up by the
crowd, and he delivered a fumeral oration from
the top of it.

That day the box edgings were trampled under
foot, and all the flowers in the beds. My mother,
perhaps, cared little for flowers, or she did not live
here sufficiently long to see that this garden was
carefully tended; for years there were no children to
come here for a walk, and it was thought sufficient
to keep in repair the boundary wall so that cattle
should not get in. No trees were cut here when the
woods were thinned, and the pines and the yews have
grown so thickly that the place is overshadowed;
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and the sepulchral dark is never lifted even at mid-
day. At the back of the tomb, in the wood behind
it, the headstones of old graves show above the
ground, though the earth has nearly claimed them;
only a few inches show above the dead leaves; all
this hillside must have been s graveyard once, hun-
dreds of years ago, and this ancient graveyard has
never been forgotten by me, principally on account
of something that happened long ago when I was
o little child. The mystery of the wood used to ap-
peal to my curiosity, but I never dared to seramble
over the low wall until one day, leaving my govern-
cs8, who was pruying by the tomb, I discovered a gap
through which I could climb. My wanderings were
suddenly brought to an end by the uppenrance, or
the fancied appearance, of somebody in a brown
dress—a woman I thought it must be; she acemed
to flout along the ground, and 1 hurried hnek, fall-
ing and hurting myself severely in my hurry to
cscape through the gap., So great was my fear that
I spoke not of my hurt to my governess, but of the
being I had seen, beseeching of her to come backs
but she would not come back, and this fact impressed
me greatly, I said to myself, ** If she didn’t believe
somebody was there she'd come back.” The fear en-
dured for long afterwards; and I used to beg of her
not to eross the open space between the last shift
of the wood and the tomb itself. We can re-live in
imagination an emotion already experienced. Every-
thing I had felt when I was a child about the myste-
rious hollows in the beech wood behind the tomb and
the old stone there, and the being I had seen clothed
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in a brown cloak, I could re-live again, but the wood
enkindled no new emotion in me. Everything scemed
very trivial. The steps leading to the tomb, the
tomb itself, the boundary wall, and the enchanted
wood was now no more than a mere ordinary plan-
tation. There were a few old stones showing through
the leaves, that is all. Marvels never cease; in youth
one finds the exterior world marvellous, later on one
finds one’s inner life extraordinary, and what seemed
maxrvellous to me now was that I should have changed
so much. The sceing of the ghost might be put
down to my fancy, but how explain the change in
the wood—was its mystery also a dream, an imagina-
tion? Which is the truth—that experience robs the
carth of its mystery, or that we have changed so that
the evanescent emanations which we used suddenly
to grow aware of, and which sometimes used to take
shape, are still there, only our eyes are no longer
capable of perceiving them? May not this be so?
—for as one sense develops, another declines. The
mystic who lives on the hillside in the edge of a cave,
pondering ecternal rather than ephemeral things,
obtains glimpses, just as the child does, of a life
outside this life of ours. Or do we think these things
because man will not consent to die like a plant?
Wondering if a glimpse of another life had once
been vouchsafed to me when my scnses were mere
fincly wrought, I descended the hillside; the bird,
probably a chaffinch, repeated its cry without any
variation. I went down the hillside and lay in the
shadow of the tasselled larches, trying to convince
mysclf that I had not hoped to see the brown lady,
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if it were a lady I had scen, bending over the stones
of the old burial-ground.

One day the silence of the woods was broken by
the sound of s mason’s hammer, and on making in-
quiry from a passing workman--his hodman prob-
ably~—I learned that on opening the vault it had
been discovered that there was not room for auother
coffin, But no enlargement of the vault way neces-
sary ; a couple of more shelves was all thut would
be wanted for many a year to come. IHis meaning
was not to he mistaken~ -when two more shelves hnd
been added there would be room for my brothers,
myself, and my sister, but the next generation would
have to order that a further exeavation be made in
the hill or look out for a new hurinl ground.  He
stood looking at me, and T watched for a moment a
fine young man whose eyes were pale as the lund-
seape, and T wondered if he expected me to any that
I was glad that things had turned out very well.
.« The sound of the mason’s hammer got upon
my nerves, and feeling the wood to be no longer
place for meditation, I wandered round the shore ns
far as the old boat-house, wondering how it was that
‘the words of a simple peasant could have suececdud
in producing such a strange revulsion of feeling in
me. No doubt it was the intensity with which [
realined the fact that we are never far from death,
none of us, that made it seem an if 1 were thinking
on this subject for the first time, As soon ss we
rench the age of reflection the thought of death ia
never long out of our minds, It ix a subject on
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which we are always thinking. We go to bed think-
ing that another day has gone, that we are another
day ncarer our graves. Any incident suffices to
remind us of death. That very morning I had seen
two old blue-bottles huddled together in the corner
of a pane, and at once remembered that a term of
life is st out for all things—a few months for the
blue-bottle, a few years for me. One forgets how
one thought twenty years ago, but I am prone to
think that even the young meditate very often upon
death; it must be so, for all their books contain
verses on the mutability of things, and as we advance
in years it would seem that we think more and more
on this one subject, for what is all modern literature
but a reck of regret that we are but bubbles on a
stream? I thought that nothing that could be said
on this old subject could move me, but that boy from
Derryanny had brought home to me the thought that
follows us from youth to age better than literature
could have done; he had exceeded all the poets, not
by any single phrase—it was more his attitude of
mind towards death (towards my death) that had
startled me—and as I walked along the shore I tried
to remember his words. They were simple enough,
no doubt, so simple that I could not remember them,
only that he had reminded me that Michael Malia,
that was the mason’s name, had known me since I
was a little boy; I do not know how he got it out;
I should not have been able to express the idea my-
self, but without choosing his words, without being
aware of them, speaking unconsciously, just as he
breathed, he had told me that if my heart were set
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on any particular place I had only to tell Michael
Malia and he would keep it for me; there would be
a convenient place for me just above my grandfather
when they had got the new shelf up; he had heard
we were both writers.

That country boy took it out of me as perhnps
no poet had ever done! I shall never forget him as
I saw him going away stolidly through the green
wood, his bag of lime on his back.

And sitting down in front of the tranquil lake I
said, “In twenty or thirty years I shall certainly
join the others in that horrible vault: nothing can
save me,” and again the present slipped away from
me and my mind beenme again clear as glass; the
present is only subconscious; were it not so we
could not live. I have said all this before; agnin I
secmed to myself like a fly crawling up a pane of
glass, falling back, buzzing, and crawling again,

dvery expedient that I explored proved illusory,
every one led to the same conclusion that the dead
are powerless.  * 'The living do with us what they
like,” I muttered, and I thought of all my Catholie
relations, every one of whom belivves in the inter-
vention of priests and holy water, the Immaculate
Conception, the Pope’s Indulgences, and a host of
other things which I could not remember, so great
was my anguish of mind at the thought that my poor
pagan body should be delivered helpless into their
pious hands. I remembered their faces, I could hear
their voices——that of my dear brother, whom [ shall
always think of as a strayed cardinal rather than
88 a colonel; I could see his pale eyes moist with faith
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in the intercession of the Virgin—one can always tell
a Catholic at sight, just as one can tell a consump-
tive. The curving lake, the pale mountains, the low
shores, the sunlight, and the haze contributed not a
little to frighten me; the country looked intensely
Jatholic at that moment. My thoughts swerved, and
I began to wonder if the face of a country takes its
charncter from the ideas of those living in it. “ How
shall I escape from that vault?” I cried out sud-
denly.  Michacel Malia’s hodman had said that they
might place me just above my grandfather, and my
grandfather was a man of letters, a historian whose
histories I had not read; and in the midst of the
horror my probable burial inspired in me, I found
some amusement in the admission that I should
like the old gentleman whose portrait hung in the
dining-room to have read my novels. This being so,
it was not improbable that he would like me to read
his histories, and I began to speculate on what the
author of a history of the French Revolution* would
think of *“Iiather Waters.” The colour of the choco-
late coat he wears in his picture fixed itself in
my mind’s eye, and I began to compare it with the
colour of the brown garment worn by the ghost I
had scen in the wood. Good Heavens, if it were his
ghost I had seen!

And listening to the lapping of the lake water I
imagined a horrible colloquy in that vault. It all
came into my mind, his dialogue and my dialogue.
“ Great God,” I cried out, *something must be

* Stll unpublished.
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done to escape!” and my eyes were strained out on
the lake, upon the island on which a Welshman had
built a castle. I saw all the woods reaching down
to the water’s edge, and the woods I did not see [
remembered; all the larch trees that grew on the hill-
sides came into my mind suddenly, and I thought
what o splendid pyre might be built out of them.
No trees had been cut for the last thirty years; I
might live for another thirty., What splendid timber
there would then be to build a pyre for me!l—a pyre
fifty feet high, saturated with scented oils, and me
lying on the top of it with all my books (they would
make a nice pillow for my head). The ancient heroes
used to be laid with their arms beside them; their
horses were slaughtered so that their spirits might
be free to serve them in the acrial kingdoms they
had gone to inhabit. My pyre should be bhuilt on
the island facing me; its flames would be seen for
miles and miles; the lake would be lighted up by it,
and my body would become a sort of bheacon-fire—
the beacon of the pagan future awaiting old Ire-
land! Nor would the price of such a funcral be
anything too excessive—a few hundred pounda
perhaps, the price of a thousand larches and a few
barrels of scented oil and the great fenat: for while
I was roasting, my mourners should cat ronst meat
and drink wine and wear gy dresses~the men as
well as the women; and the gayest music would be
played. The “Marriage of Figaro™ and some Offen-
bach would be pleasing to my apirit, the ride of the
Valkyrie would be an appropriate picce; but I am
improvising a sclection, and that is a thing that re-
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tires careful consideration. It would be a fine
ing indeed if such a funeral—I hate the word—
1ch a burning as this could be undertaken, and there
no reason why it should not be, unless the law inter-
cts public burnings of human bodics. And then
y face clouded, and my soul too; I grew melancholy
v the lake, as the southern mountains that rippled
own the sky plaintive as an Irish melody, for the
irning I had dreamed of so splendidly might never
ke place. T might have to fall back on the Public
rematorium in England—in Ireland there is no
rematorium; Ircland lingers in the belief in the
surrection of the body. ¢ Before I decide,” I said
» mysclf, * what my own funeral shall be, I must
1d out what funeral libertics the modern law and
hristian morality permit the ecitizen,” and this I
1ould not be able to discover until I returned to
ublin. ‘

It was by the side of dulecet Lough Cara that I
egan to imagine my interview with the old family
licitor, prejudiced and white-headed as the king
 a certain kind of romantic play, a devout Catho-
¢ who would certainly understand very little of my
aganism; but I should catch him on two well-sharp-
1ed horns——whether he should be guilty of so un-
asiness-like an act as to refuse to make a will for
wcological reasons, or to do a violence to his con-
ience by assisting a fellow-creature to dispose of
is body in a way that would give the Almighty much
rouble to bring about the resurrection of the body
v the valley of Jchoshaphat. The cmbarrassment

f the family solicitor would be amusing, and if he
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declined to draw up my will for me there would be
plenty of other solicitors who would not hesitate to
draw up whatever will I was minded to make. In
order to secure the burial of my body, my notion was
to leave all my property, lands, money, pictures, nnd
furniture to my brother, Colonel Maurice Muoure,
on the condition that X should be burnt and the axhes
disposed of without the humiliation of Christian
rites; that if the conditions that the inheritance car-
ried with it were so disngreeable to Colonel Maurice
Moore that he could not bring himself to sce that
the disposal of my remaing was carried out accord-
ing to my wishes, my property, lands, money, pie-
tures, and furniture, should go to my brother Augus-
tus Moore; that in the event of his deelining to carrey
out my wishes regarding the disposal of my remnins,
all my properly should go to my brother Julian
Moore; that if he should refuse to earry out my
wishes regarding the disposal of my remains, all the
said property should go to my friend Bir William
Eden, who would, I felt sure, take n sad pleasure in
giving cffect to the wishes of his old friend. A will
drawn up on these lines would secure me ngninat all
chance of being buried with my ancestors in Kiltoon,
and during the next two days I pondered my own
burning. My brother might think that he waa put
to u good deal of expense, but he would not fail me,
e had taken off my hands the disagreeable task of
seeing the undertnkers and making arrangementa
for the saying of Masses, ete., arrangements which
would be intensely disagreeable to me to make so.

I bud plenty of time to think out the details of my
204
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burning; and I grew happy in the thought that I
had escaped from the disgrace of Christian burial—
a disgrace which was never, until the last two days,
wholly realised by me, but which was nevertheless
always suspected. No doubt it was the dread of
Kiltoon that had inspired that thought of death
from which in late years I had never seemed able to
escape. I am of the romantic temperament, and
it would be a pity to forgo the burning I had
imagined. I delighted in the vision that had come
upon me of the felling of the larch trees on the hill-
side and the building of the pyre about the old castle.
It would reach much higher; I imagined it at least
fifty feet high. I saw it flaming in imagination, and
when half of it was burnt, the mourners would have
to take to the boats, so intense would be the heat.
What a splendid spectacle! Never did any man
imagine a more splendid funeral! It would be a pity
if the law obliged me to forgo it. But there was no
use hoping that the law would not; there was a law
against the burning of human remains, and I might
have to fall back on the Public Crematorium: it only
remained for me to decide what I would wish to be
donc with the ashes. In a moment of happy inspira-
tion X conceived the idea of a Greek vase as the only
suitable repository for my ashes, and I began to re-
member all the Greek vases I had seen: all are beauti-
ful, even the Roman Greek; these are sometimes
clumsy and heavy, but the sculpture is fincly designed
and executed. Any Greek vase X decided would
satisfy me, provided, of course, that the relief repre-
sented Bacchanals dancing, and nearly every Greek
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ase is decorated in this way. The purchase of the
use would be an additional expense; no doubt I was
unning my brother in for a good deal of money:
t is becoming more and more difficult to buy original
sreek sculpture! and in a moment of posthumous
mrsimony my thoughts turned to a copy of a Grevk
ase in granite, granite being more durable than
narble, and X wanted the vase to last for a long tinw,
t was delightful to take a sheet of paper and a peneil
ind to draw all that I remembered of the different
rases I had seen, different riots of lusty wmen curry-
ng horns of wine, intermingled with graceful girla
lancing gracefully, youths playing on pipes, aund
umidst them fauns, the lovely animality of the woods,
f the landscape ages, when men first. hegnn to milk
heir goats, and when one man out of the tribe, more
ensive, more meditative than the others, went down
o the river’s bank and cut a reed and found musie
ithin it.  The vase T remembered best has upright
andles springing from the necks of swans, It
tands about two feet high, perhnps n little more,
nd its cavity should he eapable of contunining all
hat remains of me after my burning.  None would
ave thought, from the happy smuile upon my lips,
hat I was thinking of n Grecinn wrn and a little pile
f white ashes.  “ O death, where is thy sting? ™ 1
wrmured, and the peneil dropped from my hand,
or my memory was more beautiful than anything
could realise upon paper. I could only remenmber
ne side of a youth, that side of him next to an
npulsive maiden ; her delight gives her wings: his
ft arm is about her shoulder. She is mare impulsive
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an he, and I wondered at his wistfulness—whether
» was thinking of another love or a volume of poems
wt he loved better. Little by little many of the
yures in the dance were remembered, for the sculp-
ire was 80 well done that the years had only clouded
y memory. The clouds dispersed, and I saw this
me on¢ whole figure, that of a danung-glrl her
ght arm is extended, her left nrm is bent, she holds
scoxf as she dances, and the muscles of the arms
re placed so well, and the breasts too, that one
rinks that the girl must have been before the seulp-
r as he worked. Ingres and Antiquity alone knew
ow to simplify. There is little, but that little is
» correct that detail is unnecessary, and I exulted
| remembrance of the dainty design of the belly,
alf hidden, half revealed by little liquid folds.
How exquisite,” X said, ““is that thigh! how well
advances! And we poor moderns have lived upon
at beauty now well-nigh two thousand years? But
ow vainly we have attempted to imitate that drapery
owing about the ankles, like foam breaking on the
est of a wave.,” A slender youth stands next; his
wulders are raised, for the pipes arc to his lips,
s feet are drawn close together, and by him a satyr
inces wildly, clashing cymbals as he dances. He
followed, I think—it is difficult to say whether
s be a recollection of another vase or whether the
gure is included in the same group—by a faun
mpting the tecth and claws of a panther with a
anch of grapes. And it was this winsome faun that
reided me to select this vase as the repository of
y ashes. And I determined to stipulate in my will
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that this vase be chosen.  But my will must not be
too complicated, otherwise it might be contested.
All that is not common can easily be argued to be
madness by a loquacious lawyer before a stupid jury.
Who except a madman, asks the lawyer, would
trouble to this extent as to what shall be done with
his remains? Iverybedy in the court agrees with
him, for cvery one in court is anxious to prove to
his neighbour that he is a good Christian. Ivery-
thing is convention, and lead coffing and osk coffins
cannot be held as proof of insanity, because men be-
lieve still in the resurrection of the body. Were the
Pharaohs insane? Was the building of the Great
Pyramid an act of madness? The conunon assurance
is that it matters nothing at all what becomes of our
remains, yet the world has always been engaged in
sctting up tombs. It is only those pretty satyrs who
do not think of tombs. Satyrs wander away into
some hidden place when they feel death upon them,
But poor humanity desires to be remembered. The
desire to be remembered for at least some little while
after death is us deep an instinet as any that might
be readily named, and our lives are applied to secur-
ing some little immortality for ourselves, What
more natural than that every one should desire his
death and burial to be, as it were, typical of the
ideas which he agreed to accept during life: whnt
other purpose is scrved by the conseerntion of plots
of ground and the ercction of crosses? In this at
least I am not different from other people; if I am
anxious about my burning, it is because I would to
the last wanifest and express my ideas, and neither
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in my prose nor verse have I ever traced out my
thoughts as completely or as perfectly as I have
done in this order for my tomb. One trouble, how-
ever, still remained upon my mind. Where should
the vase be placed? Not in Westminster Abbey.
Fie upon all places of Christian burial! A museum
inspires lofty thoughts in a few; Gouncourt speaks
of the icy admiration of crowds. The vase might
stand in the stone wall, and in the very corner where
I learned to spin my top? But sooncr or later a
housemaid would break it. The house itself will
become the property of another family, and the
stranger will look upon the vase with idle curiosity,
or perhaps think it depressing to have me in the
hall. An order for my removal to a garret might
be made out.

The disposal of the vase caused me a great deal
of anxiety, and I foresaw that unless I hit upon
some idea whereby I could safeguard it from injury
for ever, my project would be deprived of half its
value. As I sat thinking I heard a noise of fect
suddenly on the staircase. “They are bringing
down my mother’s coflin,” I said, and at that mo-
ment the door was opened and I was told that the
funeral procession was waiting for me. My brother,
and various relatives and friends, were waiting in
the hall; black gloves were on every hand, crépe
streamed from every hat, ¢ All the paraphernalia of
grief,” I muttered; “ nothing is wanting.” My soul
revolted against this mockery. ¢ But why should I
pity my mother? She wished to lie beside her husband.
And far be it from me to criticise such a desire!”
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The coffin was lifted upon the hearse. A garvdener
of old time came up to ask me if T wished there to
be any crying. 1 did not at first understand what
he mennt ; he began to explain, and I began to under-
stand that he meant the eries with which the Western
pensant follows his dend to the grave,  Huorrible
savagery ! and I ordered that there was to be no keen-
ing; but three or four women, unable to contain
themselves, rushed forward and began a keen, It waa
difficult to try to stop them. I fancy that every one
looked round to see if there were any clouds in the
sky, for it was about a mile and a half to the chapel;
we would have to walk three miles at least, and if
it rained, we should probably catch heavy colds
We thought of the damp of the wood, and the drip
from the meluncholy boughs of yew and fir growing
about that sepulchre on the hillside. But there was
no danger of raing Castle Island lay in the misted
water, fuint and grey, reminding s of what a splen-
did burinl T might have if the law did not wtervens
to prevent me. And ax we followed the steaggling
grey Irvish voad, with seant meagre ficlds on either
side - fields that seemed to be on the point of drift-
ing into marsh land - past the houses of the poor
prople, T tried to devise o scheme for the safegnard-
ing of the vase,  But Rameses the Secomd had not
suceceded in seeuring his body agninst violation; it
had been unswothed: T hmed seen his photograph
i the Strane, and where he failed, how should I
succoed

Pwenty priests had been engrged to sing o Maas,
und whilst they chanted, my mind continued to roam,
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secking the unattainable, secking that which Rame-
ses had been unable to find.  Unexpectedly, at the
very moment when the priest began to intone the
Pater Noster, I thought of the decp sca as the only
clean and holy reeeptacle for the vase containing my
ashes. If it were dropped where the sen is deepest
it would not reach the bottom, but would hang sus-
pended in dark, moveless depths where only a few
fishes range, in a cool, deep grave “ made without
hands, in a world without stain,” surrounded by a
lovely revel of Bacchanals, youths and maidens, and
wild ereatures from the woods, man in his primitive
animality. But nothing lasts for ever. In some
millions of years the sea will begin to wither, and
the vase containing me will sink (my hope is that it
will sink down to some secure foundation of rocks
to stand in the airless and waterless desert that thc
earth will then be).

Rameses failed, but 1 shall succeed. Surrounded
by dancing youths and maidens, my tomb shall stand
on a high rock in the solitude of the extinet sea of
an extinet planct. Millions of years will pass away,
and the earth, after having lain dead for a long
winter, as it does now for a few weeks undex frost
and snow, will, with all other revolving plancts, be-
come absorbed in the sun, and the sun itself will be-
come absorbed in greater suns, Sirius and his like.
In the motters of grave moment, millions of years
are but scconds; billions convey very little to our
minds. At the end of, let us say, some billion years
the ultimate moment towards which everything from
the beginning has been moving will be reached; and
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from that moment the tide will begin to flow out
agnin, the eternal dispersal of things will begin
agnin; suns will be seattered abrond, and in tree
mendous sun-~quakes planets will be thrown off; in
loud earth-quakes these planets will throw off moonas,
Millions of yeurs will pass awny, the enrcth will be-
come ecool, and out of the primal mud Life will hegin
again in the shape of pluwty, and then of fish, and
then of animals, It is like madness, but is it mndder
than Christian doctrine? and T believe that billions
of years henee, hillions and billions of years henee,
I shall be sitting in the same room as I it now,
writing the same lines as 1 am now writing: I be-
lieve that aguin, & fow years Inter, my ashes will
swing in the moveless and silent depths of the Pacific
ocenn, and that the same figures, the same nymphs,
and the same fauns will dance around uwe agenin,

s 14y
THY. END
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